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Mr JOHN G AY. 


*HIS gentleman was deſcended from an ancient 
family in Devonſhire, was born at Exeter, and 
received his education at the free ſchool of Barnſtaple, 
in that county, under the care of Mr William Rayner. 
e was bred a mercer in the Strand; but having a 
{mall fortune independent of buſineſs, and conſider- 
ing the attendance on a ſhop as a degradation of thoſe 
talents which he found himſelf pofſſeffed of, hg quit-- 
ted that occupation, and applied himſelf to other 
views, and to the indulgence of his inclination for 
the Muſes. In what year Mr Gay was born, does 
not appear from the accounts of any of his hiſtorio- 
| graphers, but in 11 we find him ſecretary, or ra- 
Z ther domeſtic ſteward, to the Ducheſs of Monmouth, 
Zin which ſtation he continued till the beginning of 
the year 1714, at which time he accompanied the 
Earl of Clarendon to Hanover, whither that n 
man was diſpatched by Queen Anne. 


In the latter end of the fame year, in conſequences 
of the Queen's death, he returned to England, whete 
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he lived in the higheſt eſtimation and intimacy of 
friendſhip with many perſons of the firſt diſtinction 
both in rank and abilities. He was even particular- 
ly taken notice of by Queen Caroline, then Princeſs 
of Wales, to whom he had the honour of reading in 


manuſcript his tragedy of The Captives, and, in 1726, 
dedicated his Fables, by permiſhon, to the Duke of 


Cumberland. From this countenance ſhewn to him, 
and numberleſs promiſes made him of preferment, 
it was reaſonable to ſuppoſe that he would have been 
genteely provided for in ſome office ſuitable to his 
inclination and abilities. Inſtead of which, in 192 7;. 


he was offered the place of gentleman-uſher to one 


of the youngeſt princeſſes; an office which, as he 
looked on it as rather an indignity to a man whoſe 
talents might have been ſo much better employed, 
he thought proper to refuſe ; and ſome pretty warm 
remonſtrances were made on. the occaſion by his 
ſincere friends and patrons the Duke and Ducheſs of 
Queenſbery, which terminated in thoſe two noble 
perſonages withdrawing from court in diſguſt. 


Mr Gay's dependencies on the promiſes of the 
great, and the diſappoinments he met with, he has 


figuratively deſcribed in his fable of The Hare and 


many Friends. However, the very extraordinary ſuc- 
ceſs he met with from public encouragement made 
an ample amends, both with reſpect to ſatis faction 
and emolument, for thoſe private diſappointments. 
For, in the ſeaſon of 1727-8, appeared his Beggar's 
Opera, the vaſt ſucceſs of which was not only unpre- 


cedented, but almoſt incredible. It had an uninter- 


rupted run in London of fixty- three nights in the 
firſt ſeaſon, and was IG the enſuing one 
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with equal approbation. It ſpread into all the great 
towns of England; was played in many places to 
the thirticth and fortieth time, and at Bath and 
Briſtol fifty; made its progreſs into Wales, Scotland 
and Ireland, in which laſt place it was acted for 
twenty-four ſucceſſive nights, and lait of all it was 
performed at Minorca, Nor was the fame of it con- 
tned to the reading and repreſentation alone; for 
the card-table and drawing-room ſhared with the 
theatre and cloſet in this reſpect; the ladies carried 
about the favourite ſongs of it engraven on their 
faa-mounts; and ſcreens, and other pieces of furni- 
ture were decorated with the ſame. Maſs Fenton, 
who acted Polly, though till then perfectly obſcure, 
became all at once the idol of the town; her pictures 
were engraven, and ſold in great numbers; her liſe 
written; books of letters and veries to her publiſh- 
cd; aud pamphlets made of even her very ſayings 
and jeſts; nay, ſhe herſelf received to a ſtation, in 
conſequence of which ſhe, before her death, attain- 
cd the higheſt rank a female ſubject can acquire. In 
hort, the ſatire of this picce was fo ſtrik'ng, ſo ap- 
parent, and ſo perfectly adapted to the taſte of all 
degrees of people, that it even for that ſeaſon over- 
threw the Italian opera, that Dagon of the nobility 
and geatry which had ſo long ſeduced them to ido- 
latry, and which Dennis, by the labours and out- 
cries of a whole life, and many other writers, by 
the force of reaſon and reflection, had in vain en- 
deavoured to drive from the throne of public taſte, 
Yet the Herculean exploit did this little piece at 
once bring to its completion, and for ſome time re- 
called the devotion of the town from an adoration 
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of mere ſound and ſhew, to the admiration of, ane 


reliſh for true ſatire and ſound underſtanding. 


The profits of this piece were ſo very great, both 
to the author and Mr Rich the manager, that it gave 
riſe to a quibble which became frequent in the mouths 
of many, viz. ** That it had made Rich gay, and 
*« Gay rich:” and I have heard it aſſerted, that 
the author's own advantages from it were not leſs 
than two thouſand pounds. In conſequence of this 
ſucceſs, Mr Gay was induced to write a ſecond part 
to it, which he entitled Polly, But the diſguſt ſub- 
fiſting between him and the court, together with the 
miſrepreſentations made of him, as having been the 
author of ſome diſaffected libels and ſeditious pam» 
phlers, occaſioned a prohibition and ſuppreſſion of it 
by the Lord Chamberlain, at the very time when 
every thing was in readineſs for the rehearſal of it. 
This diſappointment, however, was far from being 
a loſs to the author; for, as it was afterwards con- 
feſſed, even by his very beſt friends, to be in every 
reſpect infinitely inferior to the firft part, it is more 


than probable that it might have failed of that great 


ſucceſs in the repreſentation which Mr Gay maght 


- promiſe himſelf from it; whereas the profits ariſing 


from the publication of it afterwards in quarto, in con- 
ſequence of a very large ſubſcription, which this ap- 
pearance of perſecution, added to the author's great 
perſonal intereſt, procured for him, were at leaſt ade- 
quate to what could have accrued to him from a mo- 


derate run, had it been repreſented. 


As, among his dramatic works, his Beggar's Opera 
did at- firſt, and perhaps ever will ſtand as an unri- 
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walled maſterpiece, ſo, among his poetical works, his 
Fables hold the ſame rank of eſtimation : the latter 
having been almoſt as univerſally read, as the for- 
mer was repreſented, and both-equally admired. It 
would therefore be ſuperfluous here to add any thing 
farther to theſe ſelf- rear d monuments of his fame as 
A poet. As a man he appears to have been morally 
amiable : his diſpoſition was ſweet and affable, his 
temper generous, and his converſation agreeable and 
entertaining. He had indeed one foible, too fre- 
quently incident to men of preat literary .abilities, 
and which ſubjected him at times to inconvenien- 
cies, which otherwiſe he needed not to have experi- 
enced, viz. an exceſs of indolence, without any know- 
ledge of economy; ſo that, though his emoluments 
were, at ſome periods of his life, very conſiderable, 
He was at others greatly ſtraitened in his circum- 
ſtances ; nor could he prevail on himſelf to follow 
the advice of his friend Dean Swift, whom we find 
in many of his letters endeavouring to perſuade him 
to the purchaſing of an annuity, as a reſerve for the 
exigencies that might attend an old age. Mr Gay 
choſe rather to throw himſelf on patronage, than ſecure 
to himſelf an independent competency by the means 
pointed out to him; ſo that, after having undergone 
many viciſſitudes of fortune, and being for ſome time 
chiefly ſupported by the liberality-of the Duke and 
Ducheſs of Queenfberry, he died at their houſe in 
Burlington-gardens, in December 1732. He was in- 
terred in Weſtminſter Abbey, and a monument e- 


rected to his memory, at the expence of liis aſorce- 


mentioned noble benefactors, with an inſcription ex- 
preſſive of their regards and his own deſerts, and an 
epitaph in verſe, by Mr Pope, to this purpoſe: 
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Of manners gentle, of affections mild; 

In wit a man, ſimplicity a child ; 

Above temptation in a low eſtate, 

And uncorrupted even amoneſt rhe great; 

A (afe companion, and an ealy friend; 
Unblam'd thro? life, lamented in thy end: 
Theſe are thy honours ! Not that here thy buſt 
Is m'x'd with heroes, or with kings thy duſt, 
But that the worthy ard the good ſhall ſay, 
Stiking their penſive botoms—Here lyes Gay. 


Then fcll;ws this farther inſcription. 


Here ly the aſhes of Mr Fohn G1y, 
The warmeſt friend, 
The moſt benevolent man 
Who maintained 


Independency 5 
Iu low circumſtances of fortune; 
Integrity 


In the midſt of a corrupt age; 
And that equal ſerenity of mind, 
Which conſcious goodnets alone can give, 
Through the whole courſe of his life, 


Favourite of the Muſes, | 
He was led by them to every elegant art; 
Refin'd in taſte, 
Aud fraught with graces all his own: 
In yarious kinds of poetry 
Superior to many, 
Interior to none, 
His works continne to inſpire 
What his example taught, 
Contempt of folly, however adorned, 
Deteſtation of vice, however dignified, 
Rcverence of virtue, however dilgraced. 
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LURAL SP0KRTS, 
A GEORKGOrtec. 
TO Ma POP RK. 


CANE THE 
O, who the ſweets of human life have known, 
Deſpiſe th' ungrateful hurry of the town; 

| In Windſor groves your eaſy hours employ, 
And, undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Mule enjoy: 
Thames liſtens to thy ſtrains, and filent flows, [+ 
And no rude wind through ruſtling oſiers blows, 
While all his wond'ring Nymphs around thee throng, 
To hear the Syrens warble in thy ſong. 


But I, who ne'er was bleſs'd by Fortune's hand, 
Nor bright'ned plough-ſhares m paternal land, io 
Long in the noiſy town have been immur'd, | 
Re ſpir'd its ſmoak, and all its cares endur'd, 
Where news and politics divide mankind, 

And ſchemes of ſtate involve th' uneaſy mind; 


Faction embroils the world; and ev'ry tongue 13 


Is mov'd by flatt'ry, or with ſcandal hung : 

Friendſhip, for fylvan ſhades, the palace flies, 

Where all muſt yield to intereſt's dearer ties; 
B 2 | 
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Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 

And honeſty forſakes them all by turns; 20 

While calumny upon each party's thrown, 

Which both promote, and both alike diſown, 

Jatigu'd at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 

And ſooth'd my harraſs'd mind with ſweet repoſe, 

Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 23 

Inſpire the ſylvan ſong. and prompt my rhime. 

My Muſe ſhall rove through flow'ry meads and 
plains, 

And deck with rural ſports her native ſtrains, 

And the ſame road ambitiouſly purſue, 

Frequented by the Mantuan ſwain, and you. 30 


Tis not that rural ſports alone invite, 
But all the grateful country breathes delight; 
Tere blooming Health exerts her gentle reign, 
And ſtrings the ſinews of th' induſtrious ſwain. 
Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, 35 
Through dewy fields I take my frequent way, 


Where I behold the farmer's early care, 


In the revolving labours of the year. 


When the freſh Spring in all her ſtate is crown'd, 


And high luxuriant graſs o'erſpreads the ground, 40 


The lab'rer with the bending ſcythe is ſeen, 
Shaving the ſurface of the waving green, 

Of all ber native pride diſrobes the land, 

And meads lays waſte before his ſweeping hand; 
While with the mounting ſun the meadow glows, 48 
The fading herbage round he looſely throws ; 

But if ſome ſign portend a laſting ſhow'r, 


T'h' experienc'd ſwain foreſces the coming hour, 


20 
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His ſun-burnt hands the ſcatt'ring fork forſake, 
And ruddy damſels ply the ſaving rake; 10 
In riſing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, | 
And ſpreads along the field in equal rows. 


Now when the height of heav'n bright Phœbus 
gains, 
And level rays cleave wide the thirſty plains, 
When heifers ſeek the ſhade and cooling lake, 35 
And in the middle path-way baſks the fnake; | 
O l:ad me, guard me from the fultry hours, 
Hide me, ye foreſts, in your cloſeſt bowers : 
Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines, 
And with the beech a mutual ſhade combines; 60 
Where flows the murmuring brook, inviting dreams, 
Where bord'ring hazle overhangs the ſtreams, 


| Whole rolling current winding round and round, 


With frequent falls makes all the wood reſound ; | 
Upon the moſly couch my limbs ! caſt, 6s 
And ev'n at noon the ſweets of ev'ning taſte, 


Here I peruſe the Mantuan's georgie ſtrains, 
And learn the labours of Italian ſwains; 
In ev'ry page I fee new landicapes riſe, 
And all Heſperia opens to my eyes. 70 
I wander o'er the various rural toil, 
And know the nature of each different ſoil: 
This waving field 1s gilded o'er with corn, 
'Fhat ſpreading trees with bluſhing fruit adorn : 
Here [I ſurvey the purple vintage grow, 73 
Climb round the poles, and riſe in graceful row: 
Now I behold the ſteed curvet and bound, 
And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſmoaking ground: 
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The dew-lap'd bull now chafes along the plain, 
While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein; 80 
Ilis well arm'd front againſt his rival aims, 

And by the dint of war his miſtreſs claims: 

The careful inſect 'midſt his works I view, 

Now from the flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant dew; 
With golden treaſures load his little thighs, 85 
And ſtcer his diftant journey through: the ſkies : 
Some againlt hoſtile drones the hives defend; 
Others with ſweets the waxen cells diſtend: 

Fach in the toil his deſtin'd office bears, 


And in the little bulk a mighty ſoul appears. go 


Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day,. 
And trudging homeward whiſtles on the way; 
When the big-uddex'd cows with patience ſtand, 
Waiting the ſtroakings of the damſel's hand; 

No warbling chears the woods; the feather'd choir 9 
To court kind ſlumbers to their ſprays retire; 
When no ſrude gale diſturbs the flceping trees, 


Nor aſpen leaves confeſs the gentleſt breeze; 


Engag'd in thought, to Neptune's bounds I ſtray, 
To take my farewel of the parting day; 100 
Far in the decp the ſun his glory hides, 

A ſtreak of gold the ſea and ſky divides; 

The purple clouds their amber linings ſhow, 

And cdg'd with flame rolls ev'ry. wave below: 

Here penſive I bchold the fading light, 1056 
And o'er the diſtant billow loſe my ſight. 


Now night in ſilent ſtate begins to riſe, 
And twinkling orbs beſtrow th' uncloudy ſkies; 
Her borrow'd luſtre growing Cynthia lends, 
And-on the main a glitteriog path extends; 110 
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Myhons of worlds hang in the ſpacious air, 
Which round their ſins their annual circle ſteer, 
Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, 
While J ſurvey the works of providence. 
O could the Muſe in. loftier ſtrains rehearſe 118 
The glorious Author of the univerſe, 
Who reinò the winds, gives the vaſt ocean bounds, 
And circumſcribes tlie floating worlds their rounds, 
My ſoul ſhould overflow in ſongs of praiſe, 
And my Creator's name inſpire my lays! 120 


As in ſuceeſſive courſe the ſeaſons roll, 
So circling pleaſures recreate the ſoul, 
When genial ſpring a living warmth beſtows, 
And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 
No ſwelling inundation hides the grounds, I25 


But cryſtal currents glide within their bounds ;. 


The finny brood their wonted haunts forſake, 

Float in the ſun, and ſkim along the lake, 

With frequent leap they range the ſhallow ſtreams,, 
Thcir ſilver coats reſlect the dazzling beams, 430 
Now let the fiſherman” his toils prepare, 

And arm himſelf with every wat'ry ſnare; 

His hooks, his lines peruſe with careful eye, 
Encreaſe his tackle, and his rode retye. 


When floating clouds their ſpongy ſleeces drain, 138 
Troubling the ſtreams with ſwift-deſcending rain, 
And waters tumbling down the mountain's tide, 
Rear the looſe ſoil into the ſwelling tide; 

Then, ſoon as vernal gales begin to riſe, 

And drive the liquid burthen thro' the ſkies, 

The fiſher to the neighbouring current ſpeeds, 149 
Whole rapid ſurface purles, unknown to weeds; 
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Upon a riſing border of the brook | 
He fits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook; 
Now expectation chears his eager thought, 

His boſom glows with treaſures yet uncaught; 146 


Before his eyes a banquet ſeems to ſtand, 
Where every gueſt applauds his ſkilful hand. 


Far up the ſtream the twiſted hair he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring current gently flows; 156 
When if or chance or hunger's pow'rful ſway 
Directs the roving trout this fatal way, 4 
He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 

And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 

Now, happy fiſherman, now twitch the line! rgg 
How thy road bends! behold, the prize is thine! 
Caſt on the bank, he dies with gaſping pains, 

And trickling blood hrs filver mail diſtains. 


You muſt not ev'ry worm promiſcuous uſe, 
Judgment will tell thee proper bait to chuſe; 160 
The worm that draws a long immod'rate fize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſel flies; 

And if roo ſmall, the naked fraud's in ſight, 

And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 

Thoſe baits wilt beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 16g 
Whoſe poliſh'd tails a ſhining yellow ſtains : 
Cleanſe them from filth, to give a tempting gloſs, 
Cheriſh the ſully'd reptile race with mois; 

Amid the verdant bed they twine, they toil, 

And from their bodies wipe their native ſoil, 190 


But when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with ſilver ſtreams, 
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Then the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 

Baſk in the ſun, and look into the day. 

You now a more deluſive art muſt try, 179 
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 


To frame the little animal, provide 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride: 
Let nature guide thee; ſometimes golden wire 
The ſhining bellies of the fly require; 180 
The peacock's plumes thy tackle muſt not fail, 
Nor the dear purchaſe of the ſable's tail. 
Zach gaudy bird ſome ſlender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing inſect proper wings: 
Silks of all colours muſt their aid impart, 185 
And ev'ry fur promote the fiſher's art. 
So the gay lady, with expenſive care, 
Borrows the pride of land, of fea, and air; 
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glixtering thing di- 
plays, | 
Dazzles our eyes, and. eaſy hearts betrays. 190 


Mark well the various ſcaſons of the year, 
How the ſucceeding inſect race appear; 
In this revalving moon one colour reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 
Oft have I ſeen a (kilful angler try 199 
The various colours of the treach'rous fly; 
When he with fruitleſs pain hath (kim'd the brook, 
And the coy fiſh rejects the ſkipping hook, 
He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 
Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreſt throw; 2086 
When if an inſect fall, (bis certain guide) 
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Examines well his form with curious eyes, 

His gaudy veſt, bis wings, his horns and ſize. 

Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 205 
And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds; ' 

So juſt the colours ſhine thro' every part, 

That Nature ſeems to live again in art. 

Let not thy wary ſteps advance too near, 

While all thy hope hangs on a fingle hair : 210 
The neu- form' d inſect on the water moves, 

The ſpeckled trout the curious ſhare approves 
Upon the curling ſurface let it glide, 

With nat'ral motion from thy hand ſupply'd, 
Againſt the ſtream now gently let it play, 215 
Now in the rapid eddy roll away 

The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and ſeiz'd with fear 
Behold their fellows toſs'd in thinner air ; - 

But ſoon they leap, and catch the ſwimming bait, 
Plunge on the hook, and thare an equal fate. 226 


When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 
And all the wat'ry plain in wrinkles flows, 
'Fhen let the fiſherman his art repeat, 

Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit, 


If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 22J 


The wanton errors of the floativg fly, 

He lifts his ſilver gills abeve the flood, 

And greedily ſucks in th' unfaithful food; 

Then downward plunges with the fraudful prey, 
And bears with joy the little ſpoil away. 2.30 
Soon in fmart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 

Laſhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake ; 


With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 
And in his eye convulſive anguith bears; 


210 
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And now again, impatient of the wound, 235 
He rolls and wreaths his ſhining body round; 

Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing tide, 
The trembling fins the boiling wave divide; 

Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating heart, 

Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 240 
He views the tumbling fiſh with longing eyes; 
While the line ſtretches with th' unwieldy prize; 
Each motion humours with his ſteady hands, 

And one ſlight hair the mighty bulk commands: 
Till tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtrength, 248 
The game athwart the ſtream unfolds his length. 


He now, with pleaſure, views the gaſping prize 


Gnaſh his ſharp teeth, and roll his blood-ſhot eyes; 
Then draws him to the ſhore, with artful care, 

And lifts his noſtrils in the fick'ning air: 250 
Upon the burthen'd ſtream he floating lyes, | 


Stretching his quivering fins, and gaſping dies. 


Would you preſerve a num'rous finny race? 
Let your fierce dogs the rav'nous otter chaſe ; 
Th' amphibious monſter ranges all the ſhores, 255 
Darts through the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores: 
Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 
And fave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 


I never wander where the bordering reeds 
O'erlook the muddy ſtream, whoſe tangling weeds 
Perplex the fiſher; I, nor chuſe to bear 26x 
The thieviſh nightly net, nor barbed ſpear; 

Nor drain I ponds the golden carp to take, 

Nor trowle for pikes, diſpeoplers of the lake. 
Around the ſteel no tortur'd worm ſhall twine, 267 
No blood of living infect ſtain my line; 
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Let me, leſs cruel caſt the feather'd hook, 
With pliant rod athwart the pebbled brook, 
Silent along the mazy margin ſtray, 


And with the fur-wrought fly delude the prey. 270 


. 


| OW, ſporting Mufe, draw in the flowing reins, 


Leave the clear ſtreams awhile for ſunny plains. 


Should you the various arms and toils rehearſe, 
And all the fiſherman adorn the verſe; 

Should you the wide encircling net diſplay, 
And in its ſpacious arch encloſe the ſea, 

Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the ſoale and turbot hide he ſand ; 
It would extend the growing theme too long, 
And tire the reader with the wat'ry ſong. 


Let the keen hunter from the chaſe refrain, 
Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain, 
When Ceres pours out plenty from her horn, 
And clothes the fields with golden ears of corn. 
Now, now, ye reapers, to your taſk repair, 
Haſte, ſave the product of the bounteous year : 


To the wide-gathering hook long furrows yield, 


And riſing ſheaves extend through all the field, 


Yet if for ſylvan ſports thy boſom glow, 


Let thy flect greyhound urge his flying foe, 


With what delight the rapid courſe I view ! 
How does my eye the circling race purſue! 
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NURAL SPORTS, 1 


Ne ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws, 


The ſabtle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws; 


She flies, he ſtretches, now with nimble bound 295 
Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground; 


She turns, he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 


Then tears with goary mouth the ſcreaming prey. 
What various ſport does rural life-afford ! 
What unbought dainties heap the wholeſome board! 


Nor leſs the ſpaniel, ſkilful to betray, 30 


Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 


Soon as the lab'ring horſe with ſwelling veins, 
Hath ſafely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, 

To ſweet repaſt th' unwary partridge flies, 305 
With joy amid the ſcatter'd harveſt lies; 
Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 

Nor dreads the ſlav'ry of entangling nets. 

The ſubtle dog ſcours with ſagacious noſe 

Along the field, and ſnuffs each breeze that blows; 
Againſt the wind he takes his prudent way, 311 
While the ſtrong gale directs him to the prey; 
Now the warm ſcent aſſures the covey near, 

He treads with caution, and he points with fear; 
Then (leſt ſome ſentry fowl the fraud deſery, 315 
And bid his fellows from the danger fly) 


- Cloſe to the ground in expectation lies, 


Till in the ſnare the flutt'ring covey riſe. 

Soon as the bluſhing light begins to ſpread, 

And glancing Phebus gilds the mountain's head, 

His early flight th' ill-fated partridge takes, 321 

And quits the friendly ſhelter of the brakes : 

Or when the ſun caſts a declining ray, 

And drives his chariot down the weſtern way, 
Vol. I. 89 
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Let your obſequious ranger ſearch around, 
Where yellow ſtubble withers on the ground : 
Nor will the roving.ſpy direct in vain, 

But numerous coveys gratify thy pain. 

When the meridian ſun eontracts the ſhade, 
And friſking heifers ſeek the cooling glade ; 320 
Or when the country floats with ſudden rains, 

Or driving. miſts deface the moiſt'ned plains ; 

Jn vain his toils th' unſkilful fowler tries, 

While in thick woeds the ſeeding partridge lyes. 


32s 


Nor muſt the ſporting verſe the gun forbear, 33g 
But what's the fowler's be the muſe's care. 
See how the well-taught pointer leads the way: 
'The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops; he ſprings the prey; 
The flutt'ring coveys from the ſtubble rife, 
And on ſwift wing divide the ſounding ſkies; 349 
The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain ſight, 
And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 
Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's hand 
Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land; 
Now to the copſe thy leſſer ſpaniel take, 345 
Teach him to range the ditch and force the brake; 
Not cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 
Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain aim; 
The woedcock flutters; how he wav'ring flies 
The wood reſounds : he wheels, he drops, he dies. 


The tow'ring hawk let future poets lang, 350 
Who terror bears upon his ſoaring wing : 
Let them on high the frighted hern ſurvey, 
And lofty numbers paint their airy fray. 
Nor ſhall the mounting lark the mufe detain, 
That greets the morning with his carly ſtrain; 355 
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When, mid{t his ſong, the twinkling glaſs betrays; ) 
While from each angle flath the glancing rays, 5 
And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 

Pride lures the little warbler from the ſkies: 

The light-enamour'd bird deluded dies. 360 


But ſtill the chaſe, a pleaſing taſk, remains; 
The hound muſt open in theſe rural ſtrains. 
Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 
And edges eaſtern clouds with roſy light, 
The healthy huntſman, with the chearful horn, 36s 
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled morn; 


The jocund thunder wakes th' enliven'd hounds, 
They rouze from ſleep, and anſwer ſounds for ſounds; 


Wide through the furzy field their route they take, 
Their bleeding boſoms force the thorny brake: 376 
The flying game their ſmoaking noſtrils trace, 

No bounding hedge obſtructs their eager pace; 

The diſtant mountains echo from afar, 

And hanging woads reſound the flying war: 

The tuneful noiſe the ſprightly courſer hears, 375 
Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears; 
The ſlacken'd rein now gives him all his ſpeed, 
Back flies the rapid ground beneath the ſteed; 
Hills, dales and foreſts far behind remain, 


While the warm ſcent draws on the deep-mouth'd 


train. | 
Where ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find? 38: 
Hark! death advances in each guſt of wind! 
New ſtratagems and doubling wiles the tries, 
Now circling turns, and now at large the flics; 


Till ſpent at laſt, ſhe pants, and heaves for breath, 385 


Then lays her down, and waits devouring death. 
| = | 
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But ſtay, advent'rous muſe, haſt thou the farce 
To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe? 
To keep thy ſeat unmov'd haſt thou the {kill 
O'er the high gate, and down the headlong hill? 390 
Can'(t thou the ſtag's laborious chace direct, 
Or the ſtrong fox through all his arts detect? 
'l he theme demands a more experienc'd lay : 
Ye mighty huntœs, ſpare this weak cflay, 


O happy plains, remote from war's alarms, 3og 
And all the ravages of hoſtile arms ! 
And happy ſhepherds, who ſecure from fear, 
On open downs preſerve your fleecy care! 
Whote {pacious barns groau with encreaſing ſtore, 
And whirling Nails disjoint the cracking floor: 400 
No barb'rous ſoldier, bent on-cruel ſpoil, 
Spreads deſolation o'er your fertile foil ; 
No trampling ſteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, 
Nor crackling fires devour the promis'd gain: 
No {laming beacons caſt their blaze afar, 405 
"The dreadful fignal of invaſive war; | 
No trumpet's clangor wounds the mother's car, 
And calls the lover from his ſwooning fair, 


What happineſs the rural maid attends, 
in chearful labour while cach day ſhe ſpcuds! 410 
She gratefully receives what Heav'n has ſent, 
And, rich in poverty, enjoys content: 
(ouch bappineſs, and ſuch unblemiſlt'd fame 
Ne'er glad the boſom of the courtly dame) 
She never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, 415 
Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins; 
She never loſes lite in thoughtleſs caſc, 
Nor ou thc velvet cyuch jmvitcs dilcalc ; 
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RURAL SPORTS: 29 


Her home-ſpun dreſs in ſimple neatneſs hes, 

And for no glaring equipage ſhe ſighs: 419 
Her reputation, which 1s all her boaſt, 

In a malicious viſit ne'er was loſt: 

No midnight maſquerade her beauty wears, 

And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 
If love's ſoft paſſion in her boſom reign, 4123 
An equal paſſion warms her happy ſwain; 

No homebred jars her quiet ſtate controul, 

Nor watchful jealouſy torments her ſoul; 

With ſecret joy ſhe ſees her little race 

Hang on her breaſt, and her ſmall cottage grace; 430 
The fleecy ball their buſy fingers cull, . 

Or from the ſpindle draw the lengthning wool : 
Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of mind, 
Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind. 


Ye happy fields, unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, 435 

The kind rewarders of induſtrious life; | 
Ye ſhady woods, where once I us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent to the muſe and love; 
Ye murm'ring ſtreams that in mæanders roll, 
The ſweet compoſers of the penſive foul, 440 
Farewel The city calls me from your bow'rs ; 
Farewcl amuſing thoughts and peaceful hours. 
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. 1 8 ING that graceful toy, whoſe waving play 
5 With gentle gales relieves the ſultry day. 
Not the wide fan by Perſian dames diſplay'd, 
Which o'er their beauty caſts a grateful ſhade; 
Nor that long known in China's artful land, 5 
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand: 
Nor ſhall the muſe in Akan climates rove, 

To ſeck in Indoſtan ſome ſpicy grove, 

Where ſtretch'd at caſe the panting lady lies, 

To thun the fervor of meridian ikies, 10 
While ſweating ſlaves catch ev'ry breeze of air, 
And with wide-ſpreading fans refreſh the fair; 

No buſy gnats her pleaſing dreams moleſt, 

Inſlame her cheek, or ravage o'cr her breaſt; 

Bat artificial Zephyrs round her fly, 15 
And mitigate the fever of the ſky. 


Nor ſhall Bermudas long the muſe detain, 
Whoſe fragrant foreſts bloom in Waller's ſtrain, 
Where beeatbing ſweets from ev'ry field aſcend, 
And the wild woods with golden apples bend; 20 
Yet let me in ſome od'rous ſhade repoſe, 

Whilſt in my verſe the fair Palmetto grows: 
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Like the tall pine it ſhoots its ſtately head, 

From the broad top depending branches ſpread; 
No knotty limbs the taper body bears, 25 
Hung on each bough a fingle leaf appears, 

Which ſhrivell'd in its infancy remains, 

Like a clos'd fan, nor ſtretches wide its veins, . 

But as the ſeaſons in their circles run, 

Opes its ribb'd ſurface to the nearer ſun : 30 
Beneath this ſhade the weary peaſant lies, 

Plucks. the broad leaf, and bids the breezes riſe. 


Stay, wand'ring muſe, nor.rove in foreign climes, . 
To thy own native ſhore confine thy rhimes, 
Aſſiſt, ye Nine, your loftieſt notes . employ, 35: 
Say what celeſtial {kill contriv'd the toy: 
Say how this inſtrument of love began, 
And in immortal ſtrains diſplay the Fan. 


Strephon had long confeſs'd his am'rous pain, 
Which gay Corinna rally'd with diſdain: 40 
Sometimes in broken words he ſigh'd his care, 


Look'd pale, and trembled when he view'd the fair; 


With bolder freedoms now the youth advanc'd, 


ne dreſs'd, he laugh'd, he ſung, he rhim'd, he 


danc'd : 


Now call'd more pow'rful preſents to his aid, 45. 


And, to ſeduce the miſtreſs, brib'd the maid ; 
Smooth flatt'ry in her ſofter haurs apply'd, 
The ſureſt charm to bend the force of pride: 
But ſtill unmov'd remains the ſcornful dame, 


Inſults her captive, and derides his flame. 50 


When Strephon ſaw his vows diſpers'd in air, 
He ſought in ſolitude to loſe his care; 
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Relief in ſolitude he ſought in vain, 
It ſerv'd, like mufic, but to feed his pain, 
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To Venus now the ſlighted boy complains, $5 | 


And calls the goddeſs in theſe tender ſtrains. 


O potent Queen, from Neptune's empire fprung, 
Whoſe glorious birth admiring Nereids ſung, 
Who midſt the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove, 
Whoſe rediant preſence gilds the Paphian grove, 60 


. Where to thy name a thouſand altars riſe, 


And curling elouds of incenſe hide the ſkies: 

O beauteous goddeſs, teach me how to move, 

| Inſpire my tongue with eloquence of love, 

47 loſt Adonis e'er thy boſom warm'd, 65 
If c'er his eyes, or godlike figure charm'd, 

1 hink on thoſe hours when firſt you felt the dart, 
Think on the reſtleſs fever of thy heart; 

Think how you pin'd in abſence of the ſwain: 
7 thoſe uneaſy minutes know my pain, 90 
! Ev'n while Cydippe to Diana bows, 

And at her ſhrine renews her virgin vows, 

LT he lover, taught by thee, her pride o'crcame ; 
dhe reads his oaths, and feels an equal flame: 
Oh, may my flame, like thine, Acontius, prove, 78 
ns Venus dictate, and reward my love. 

* hen crouds of ſuitors Atalanta try'd, 


She wealth and beauty, wit and fame defy'd; 


= Each daring lover with adventrous pace 
” Purſu'd his wiſhes in the dang'rous race ; 80 


Like the ſwift hind, the bounding damſel flies, 


Strains to the goal, the diſtanc'd lover dies. 
Hippomenes, O Venus, was thy care, 


You taught the ſwain to ſtay the flying fair ; 
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Thy golden preſent caught the virgin's eyes, 85 | 


She ſtops ; he ruſhes on, and gains the prize. 
Say, Cyprian Deity, what gift, what art, 
Shall humble into love Corinna's heart? 

If only ſome bright toy can charm her ſight, 


Teach me what preſent may ſuſpend her flight. 99 
4 


Thus the deſponding youth his flame declares: 
The goddeſs with a nod his paſſion hears. 


Far in Cytheria ſtands a ſpacious grove, 
Sacred to Venus and the God of love; 


Here the luxuriant myrtle rears her head, os © 


Like the tall oak the fragrant branches ſpread ; 
Here Nature all her ſweets profuſely pours, 


And paints th' enamell'd ground with various flow'rs; 


Decp in the gloomy glade a grotto bends, 

Wide through the craggy rock an arch extends; 190 
The rugged ſtone 1s cloath'd with mantling vines, 
And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 


Here buſy Cupids, with pernicious art, 
Form the ſtiff bow, and forge the fatal dart; 


All ſhare the toil ; while ſome the bellows ply, rog © 


Others with fcathers teach the ſhafts to fly : 
Some with joint force whirl round the ſtony wheel, 


Where ſtreams the ſparkling fire from temper'd ſteel; | 


Some point their arrows with the niceſt (kill, 
Aud with the warlike ſtore their quivers fill, 110 


A different toil another forge employs; 
Here the loud hammer faſhions female toys: 
Hence 1s the fair with ornament ſupply'd, 
Hence ſprung the glitt'ting implements of pride: 
1 | 
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vs Fach trinket that adorns the modern dame, 115 


io } irſt to theſe little artiſts ow'd its frame, 
f lere an unfiniſh'd di'mond eroſslet lay, 

To which ſoft lovers adoration pay; 

4 3 There was the poliſh'd cryſtal bottle ſeen, 

* * That with quick ſcents relieves the modith ſpleen: 120 

. J lere the yet rude unjointed ſnuſſ- box lies, 

| 2 Which ſerves the railly'd fop for ſmart replics ; 
There piles of paper roſe in gilded reams, 
1 The future records of the lover's flames; 
3 Here clouded canes midſt heaps of toys are found, 125 
And inlaid tweezer-caſcs ſtrow the ground, 

rad: ah Where ſtands the toilette, nurſery of charms, 
Compleatly furniſh'd with bright beauty's arms; 

. flow'rs; Þ he patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfumes, 


Pins, paint, a flatt'ring glaſs, and black-lead 


nds; 100 y combs, 130 


Far The toilſome hours in diff'rent labour ſlide, 
Bome work the file, and ſome the graver guide; 
From the loud anvil the quick blow rebounds, 

ts . nd their rais'd arms deſcend in tuneful ſounds. 

ply, ros hus when Semiramis, in ancient days, 135 

Bade Babylon her mighty bulwarks raiſe; 

- td £ ſwarm of lab'rers diff Tome taſks attend : 

r'd ſteel; © lere pullies make the pond'rous oaks aſcend, 

Ul, With echoing ſtrokes the craggy quarry groans, 

L 110 While there the chiſſel forms the ſhapeleſs ſtones; 140 
Ihe weighty mallet deals reſounding blows, 
9 ill the proud battlements her tow'rs incloſe. 

ö: 1 
Nou Venus mounts her car, ſhe ſhakes the reins, 

ride; nd ſteers her turtles to Cythera's plains; 
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Strait to the grott with graceful ſtep ſhe goes, 
Her looſe ambroſial hair behind her flows: 

The ſwelling bellows heave for breath no more, 
All drop their filent hammers on the floor; 

In deep ſuſpence the mighty labour ſtands, 
While thus the Goddeſs ſpoke her mild commands. 


Induſtrious Loves, your preſent toils forbear, 
A more important taſk demands your care; 


Long has the ſcheme employ'd my thoughtful mind, 


By judgment ripen'd, and by time refin'd. 
IJ hat glorious bird have ye not often ſeen 
Who draws the car of the celeſtial Queen ? 
Have ye not oft ſurvey'd his varying. dyes, 
His tail all gilded o'er with Argus' eyes? 
Have ye not ſeen him in the ſunny day 


Unfurle his plumes, and all his pride diſplay, 166 


Then ſuddenly contract his dazzling train, 


And with long-trailing feathers ſweep the plain? 


Learn from this hint, let this inſtruct your art; 
Thin taper ſticks muſt form one centre part: 
Let theſe into the quadrant's form divide, 

The ſpreading ribs with ſnowy paper hide; 
Here ſhall the pencil bid its: colours flow, 

And make a miniature creation grow. 

Jet the machine in equal foldings cloſe, 

And now its plaited ſurface wide diſpoſe. 

So ſhall the fair her idle hand employ, | 
And grace each motion with the.reſtleſs toy, 
With various play bid grateful Zephyrs riſe, 
While love in ev'ry grateful Zephyr flies. 


The maſter Cupid traces out the lines, | 
Aud with judicious hand the draught deſigns, 
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Th' expecting Loves with joy the model view, 

And the joint labour eagerly purſue. 

Some ſlit their arrows with the niceſt art, 

And into ſticks convert the ſhiver'd dart; 180 
The breathing bellows wake the ſleeping fire, 

Blow off the cinders, and the ſparks aſpire; 

Their arrow's point they ſoften in the flame, 

And ſounding hammers break its barbed frame: 

Of this, the little pin they neatly mold, 185 
From whence their arms the ſpreading ſticks unfold; 
In equal plaits they now the paper bend, 

And at juſt diſtance the wide ribs extend, 

Then on the frame they mount the limber ſkreen, 
And finiſh inſtantly the new machine. 190 


The Goddeſs pleas'd, the curious work receives, 
Remounts her chariot, and the grotto leaves; 
With the light fan ſhe moves the yielding air, 
And gales, till then unknown, play round the fair. 


Unhappy lovers, how will you withſtand, 195 

When theſe new arms ſhall grace your charmer's 
hand ? | 

In ancient times, when maids in thought were pure, 
When eyes were artleſs, and the look demure, 
When the wide ruff the well-turn'd neck inclos'd, 
And heaving breaſts within the ſtays repos'd, 200 
When the cloſe hood conceal'd the modeſt ear, 
Ere black-lead combs diſown'd the virgin's hair; 
Then in the muff unactive fingers lay, 
Nor taught the fan in fickle forms to play. 


How are the ſex improv'd in am'rous arts, 205 
What new-found ſnares they bait for human hearts! 
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When kindling war the ravag'd globe ran o'er, 
And fatten'd thirſty plains with-human gore, 
At firſt, the brandiſh'd arm the jav'lin threw, 
Or ſent wing'd arrows from the twanging yew; 210 
In the bright air the dreadſul faulchion ſhone, 
Or whiſtling ſlings diſmiſs'd th' uncertain ſtone, 
Now men thoſe lefs deſtructive arms deſpiſe, 
Wide-waſteful death from thund'riug cannon flies; 
One hour with more battalions ſtrows the plain, 
Than were of yore in weckly battles flain. 216 
So love with fatal airs the nymph ſupplics, 
Her dreſs diſpoſes, and directs her eyes.” 
{he boſom now 1ts panting beauties ſhews, 
Th' experienc'd eye reſiſtleſs glances throws; 220 
Now vary'd patches wander o'er the face, 
And ſtrike each gazer with a borrow'd grace; 


The bckle head-dreſs ſinks, and now aſpires 


A tow'ry front of lace on branching wires. 


The curling hair in tortur'd ringlets flows, 223 


Or round the face in labour'd order grows. 


How ſhall I ſoar, and on unweary wing 


Trace varying habits upward to their ſpring! 


What force of thought, what numbers can expreſs 
Th' inconſtant equipage of female dreſs ? 230 
low the ſtrait ſtays the ſlender waiſt conſtrain, 

low to adjuſt the mantua's ſweeping train? 

What fancy can the petticoat ſurround, 

With the capacious hoop of whalcbone bound? 

But ſtay, preſumptuous Muſe, nor: boldly dare 235 
The Toilette's ſacred myſteries declare ; 

Jet a juſt diſtance be to beauty paid; 

None acre muſt enter but the truſty maid. 
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Should you the wardrobe's magazine rehearſe, 

And gloſſy manteaus ruſtle in my verſe; 240 
Should you the rich brocaded ſuit unfold, 

Where riſing flow'rs grow ſtiff with froſted gold, 
The dazzled Muſe would from her ſubject ſtray, 
And in a mae of faſhions loſe her way, 
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LYMPUS' gates unfold; in Heaven's high 
towers | 
Appear in council all th' immortal powers ; 
* Great Jove above the reſt exalted fate, 
And in his mind revolv'd ſucceeding fate; 
His awful eye with ray ſuperior ſhone, E 
The thunder -graſping eagle guards his throne; 
On ſilver clouds the great aſſembly laid, 
The whole creation at one view ſurvey'd. 


But ſee, fair Venus comes in all her ſtate, | 
The wanton Loves and Graces round her wait; 10 
With her looſe robe officious Zephyrs play, 

And ſtrow with odoriferous flowers the way; 
In her right hand ſhe waves the flutt'ring fan, 
And thus in melting ſounds her ſpeech began. 


Aſſembled powers, who fickle mortals guide, 15 
Who o'er the ſea, the ſkies and earth preſide, 
Ye fountains whence all human bleſſings flow, 
Who pour your bounties on the world below ; 
Bacchus firſt rais'd and prun'd the chmbiag vine, 
And taught the grape to ſtream with generous wine; 
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tuduſtrious Ceres tam'd the ſavage ground, 2.1 
And pregnant fields with golden harveſts crown'd ; 
Flora with bloomy ſweets enrich'd the year, 
And fruitſul autumn is Pomona's care. 
{ firſt taught woman to ſubdue mankind, 13 
And all her native charms with dreſs refin'd: 
Celeſtial ſynod, this machine ſurvey, 
That ſhades the face, or bids cool zephyrs play; 
If conſcious bluſhes on her cheek ariſe, 
With this ſhe veils them from her lover's eyes; 30 
No levell'd glance betrays her am'rous heart, 
From the fan's ambuſh ſhe directs the dart. 
The royal ſceptre fhines in Juno's hand, 
And twiſted thunder ſpeaks great Jove's command ; 
On Pallas' arm the Gorgon ſhield appears, 35 
And Neptune's mighty graſp the trident bears: 
Ceres is with the bending fickle ſeen, 
And the ſtrung bow points out the Cynthian queen; 
Henceforth the waving fan my hands ſhall yrace, 
The waving fan ſupply the ſceptre's place. 40 
Who ſhall, ye powers, the forming pencil hold? 
What ſtory ſhall the wide machine uufold ? 
Let Loves and Graces lead the dance around, 
With myrtle wreaths and flow'ry chaplets crown'd; 
Let Cupid's arrow ſtrow the ſmiling plains 45 
With unreſiſting nymphs, and am'rous ſwains: 
May glowing picture o'er the ſurface thine, 
To melt flow virgins with the warm deſign. 


Diana roſe; with filver creſcent crown'd, 
And fix'd her modeſt eyes upon the ground: 30 
Then with becoming mien ſhe rais'd her head, | 
And thus with graceful voice the virgin ſaid, 
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Has woman then forgot all former wiles, 

The watchful ogle, and. deluſive ſmiles ? 
Does man againſt her charms too powerful prove, 53 
Or are the ſex grown novices in love? 
Why then theſe arms? or why ſhould artful eyes, 
From this ſlight ambuſh, conquer by ſurprize ? 

No guilty thought the ſpotleſs virgin knows, | 
And o'er her cheek no conſcious crimſon glows; 60 
Since bluſhes then from ſhame alone ariſe, 

Why ſhould we veil them from her lover's cyes ? 
Let Cupid rather give up his command, 

And truſt his arrows in a female hand. 

Have not the gods already cheriſh'd pride, 65 
And woman with deſtructive arms ſupply'd? 
Neptune on her beſtows his choiceſt ſtores, 

For her the chambers of the deep explores; 

The gaping ſhell its pearly charge reſigns, 
And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines: y© 
Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold, 

Where the warm ore is ripen'd into gold; 

Or where the ruby reddens in the ſoil, 

Where the green emerald pays the ſearcher's toil. 
Does not the di'mond fparkle in her ear, 75 
Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair ? 

From the gay nymph the glancing luſtre flies, 

And imitates the lightning of her eyes. 

But yet if Venus? wiſhes muſt ſucceed, 

And this fantaſtic engine be decreed, 80 
May ſome chaſte ſtory from the pencil flow, 
To ſpeak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's woe, 


Here let the wretched Ariadne ſtand, 
Seduc'd by Theſeus to ſome deſart land, 
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Her locks diſhevell'd waving in the wind, 85 
The cryſtal tears confeſs her tortur'd mind; 

The perjur'd youth unfurls his treach'rous ſails, 
And their white boſoms catch the ſwelling gales. 

Be till, he winds, ſhe cries, ſtay, Theſeus, ſtay; 
But faithleſs Theſeus hears no more than they. 90 
All deſp'rate, to ſome craggy cliff ſhe flies, 
And ſpreads a well-known ſignal in the ſkies; 
His leſs'ning veſſel plows the foamy main, 

She ſighs, ſhe calls, the waves the ſign in vain, 


Paint Dido there amidſt her laſt diſtreſs, gs 
Pale cheeks and blood-ſhot eyes her grief expreſs: 
Deep in her breaſt the reeking ſword is drown'd; 
And guſhing blood ſtreams purple from the wound: 
ler filter Anna hov'ring o'er her ſtands, 

Accuſes Heaven with lifted eyes and hands, 200 
Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries, 
And mixes curtes with her broken fighs, 

View this, ye maids; and then each ſwain believe; 
They're Trojans all, and vow but to deceive. 


Here draw Oenone 1n the lonely grove, 105 
Where Paris firſt betray'd her into love: 
Let wither'd garlands hang on every bough, 
Which the falſe youth wove for Oenonc's brow, 
The garlands loſe their ſweets, their pride is ſhed, 
And like their odours all his vows are fled ; 110 
On her fair arm her penſive head ſhe lays, | 
And Xanthus' waves with mournful look ſurveys; 
That flood which witneſs'd his inconſtant flame, 
When thus he ſwore, and won the yielding dame: 
** Theſe ſtreams ſhall ſooner to their fountain move 115 
Than 1 forget wy dear Ocuone's love.“ 


Roll back, ye ſtreams, back to your fountain run, 

Paris is falſe, Oenone is undone. 

Ah wretched maid ! think how the moments flew, 

Ere you the pangs of this curs'd paſhon knew, 120 

When groves could pleaſe, and when you lov'd the 
plain, | | 

Without the preſenee of your perjur'd ſwain. 


Thus may thenymph, whene'er ſhe ſpreads the fan, 
In his true colours view perfidious man, 
Pleas'd with her virgin ſtate in foreſts rove, 125. 
And never truſt the dang'rous hopes of love. 


The Goddeſs ended, merry Momus roſe, 
With ſmiles and grins he waggiſh glances throws, 
Then with a noiſy laugh foreſtalls his joke, 
Mirth flaſhes from his eyes while thus he ſpoke. 130 


Rather let heav'nly deeds be painted there, 
And by your own examples teach the fair. 
Let chaſte Diana on the picce be ſeen, 
And the bright creſcent own the Cynthian Queen; 
On Jatmos' top ſee young Endymion hes, 135 
Feign'd ſleep hath clos'd the bloomy lover's eyes: 
See, to his ſoft embraces how ſhe ſteals, 
And on his lips her warm careſſes ſeals; 
No more her hand the glitt'ring jav'lin holds, 
But round his neck her eager arms ſhe folds, 149 
Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown ? 
Virgins are virgins ſtill-—while 'tis unknown, 
Here let her on ſome flow'ry bank be laid, 
Where meeting beeches weave a graceful ſliade, 
Her naked boſum wanton treſſes grace, 145 
And glowing expectation paints her face, 
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O'er her fair limbs a thin looſe veil is ſpread; 
Stand off, ye ſhepherds; fear Actæon's head 


Jet vig'rous Pan th' unguarded minute ſeize, 


And in a ſhaggy goat the virgin pleaſe. 16 
Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown ? 
Virgins are virgins ſtill—while *tis unknown, 


There with juſt warmth Aurora's paſſion trace, 
Let ſpreading crimſon ſtain her virgin face; 
Sec Cephalus her wanton airs deſpiſe, 155 
While ſhe provokes him with deſiring eyes; 
To raiſe his paſſion ſhe diſplays her charms, 
His modeſt hand upon her boſom warms; 
Nor looks, nor pray'rs, nor force his heart perſuade, 
But with diſdain he quits the roſy maid, 160 


Here let diſſolving Læda grace the toy, 
Warm checks and heaving breaſts reveal her joy; 
Beneath the preſſing ſwan the pants for air, 
While with his flutt'ring wings he fans the fair. 
There let all-conquering gold cxert its pow'r, 16g 
And ſoften Danac in a glitt'ring ſhow'r. 


Would you warn beauty not to cheriſh pride, 
Nor vainly in the treach'rous bloom conſide, 
On the machine the ſage Minerva place, 
With lincaments of wiſdom mark her face; 199 
Sec, where ſhe lies near ſome tranſparent flood, 
And with her pipe chears the reſounding wood 
Her image in the floating ylats ſhe ſpies, 
Her bloted checks, worn lips, and ſhrivell'd eyes; 
She breaks the guiltleſs pipe, and with diſdain 173 
Its ſhattcr'd ruins flings upon the plain. 
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With the loud reed no more her check ſhall ſwell, 
What, ſpoil her face! no; warbling ſtrains farewel, 
Shall arts—ſhall ſciences employ the fair? | 
Thoſe trifles are beneath Minerva's care. 1860 | 
From Venus let her learn the married life, F 
And all the virtuous duties of a wife. 

Here on a couch extend the Cyprian dame, 

Let her eye ſparkle with the glowing flame; 

The God of war within her clinging arms, 185 
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms. 
Paint limping Vulcan with a huſband's care, 

And let his brow the cuckold's honours wear; 1 
Beneath the net the captive lovers place, 

Their limbs entangled in a cloſe embrace. 190 
Let theſe amours adorn the new machine, : 
And female nature on the piece be ſeen; I. b 
$0 ſhall the fair, as long as fans ſhall laſt, 8 
Learn from your bright examples to be chaſte, 
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HUS Momus ſpoke. When ſage Minerva roſe; 
From her ſweet lips fmooth elocution flows ; 
Her ſkilful hand an 1v'ry pallet grac'd, 
Where ſhining colours were in order plac'd. 


As Gods are bleſs'd with a ſuperior ſkill, 5 


And, ſwift as mortal thought, perform their will, 
Straight ſhe propoſes, by her art divine, 


To bid the paint expreſs her great deſign. 


Th' aſſembled pow'rs conſent. She now began, 
And her creating pencil ſtain'd the fan, ro 


O'er the fair field, trees ſpread, and rivers flow, 
Tow'rs rear their heads, and diſtant mountains grow; 
Life ſeems to move within the glowing veins, 
And in each face ſome lively paſſion reigns. 

Thus have I ſcen woods, hills, and dales appear, 15 
Flecks graze the plains, birds wing the ſilent air 


In darken'd rooms, where light can ouly paſs 


Through the ſmall circle of a convex glaſs ; 
On the white ſheet the moving figures riſe, 
Ihe foreſt waves, clouds float along the kies, 25 
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She various fables on the piece deſign'd, 

That ſpoke the follies of the female kind. 

The fate of pride in Niobe ſhe drew: 

Be wiſe, ye nymphs, that ſcornful vice ſubdue: 

In a wide plain th' imperious mother ſtood, 25 
Whoſe diſtant bounds roſe in a winding wood ; 
Upon her ſhoulder flows her mantling hair, 

Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air; 

A purple robe behind her ſweeps the ground, 
Whoſe ſpacious border golden flow'rs ſurround : 30 
She made Latona's altars ceaſe to flame, 

And of due honours robb'd her ſacred name; 
To her own charms ſhe bad freſh incenſe riſe, 

And adoration own her brighter eyes. 


Seven daughters from her fruitful loins were born, 35 


Seven graceful ſons her nuptial bed adorn, 

Who, for a mother's arrogant difdain, 

Were by Latona's double offspring ſlain. 

Here Phœbus his unerring arrow drew, 

And from his riſing ſteed her firſt- born threw; 46 
His op'ning fingers drop the flacken'd rein, 

And the pale corſe falls headlong to the plain. 
Beneath her pencil here two wreſtlers bend; 

See, to the graſp their ſwelling nerves. diſtend, 
Diana's arrow joins them face to face, 45 
And death unites them in a ſtrict embrace. 

Another here flies trembling o'er the plain; 

When Heav'n purſues we ſhun the ſtroke in vain. 
This lifts his ſupplicating hands and eyes, 

And 'midſt his humble adoration dies. 50 
As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 

A ſurer weapon ſtrikes his throbbing heart : 

While that to raiſe his wounded brother tries, 
Death blaſts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes. 
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The tender ſiſters bath'd in grief appear, 55 


With ſable garments and diſhevell'd hair, 

And o'er their gaſping brothers weeping ſtood ; 
Some with their treſſes ſtopt the guſhing blood, 
They ſtrive to ſtay the fleeting life too late, 

And in the pious action ſhare their fate. 60 
Now the proud dame o'ercome by trembling fear, 
With her wide robe protects her only care; 

To ſave her only care in vain ſhe tries, 

Cloſe at her feet the lateſt victim dies. 


| Down her fair cheek the trickling ſorrow flows, 65 


Like dewy ſpangles on the bluſhing roſe; 

Fix'd in aſtoniſhment ſhe weeping ſtood, 

The plain all purple with her childrens blood; 

She ſtiffens with her woes: no more her hair 

In eaſy ringlets wantons in the air ; 70 
Motion forſakes her eyes, her veins are dry'd, 

And beat no longer with the ſanguine tide ; 

All life is fled, firm marble now ſhe grows, 


Which ſtill in tears the mother's anguiſh ſhows, 


Ye haughty fair, your painted fans diſplay, 75 
And the juſt fate of lofty pride ſurvey : N 
Though lovers oft extol your beauty's power, 

And in celeſtial ſimilies adore, 
Though from your features Cupid borrows arms, 


And goddeſſes confeſs inferior charms, 80 


Do not, vain maid, the flatt'ring tale believe, 
Alike thy lovers and thy glaſs deceive. 


Here lively colours Procris' paſſion tell, 
Who to her jealous fears a victim fell. 
Here kneels the trembling hunter o'er his wife, 85 


| Who rolls her ſick'ning eyes, and gaſps for life; 
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Her drooping head upon her ſhoulder lies, 

And purple gore her ſnowy boſom dyes : 

What guilt, what horror on his face appears! 

See, his red eye-lid ſeems to ſwell with tears, 96 
With aguny his wringing bands he ſtrains, 

And ſtrong convulſions ſtretch his branching veins. 


Learn hence, ye wives! ind;vaiu ſuſpicion ceaſe, 
Loſe not, in ſullen diſcontent, your peace. 
For when fierce love to jealouſy ferments, 95 
A thouſand doubts and fears the ſoul invents: 
No more the days in pleaſing converſe flow, 
And nights no more their ſoft endearments know. 


There on the piece the Volſcian queen expir d, 
The love of ſpoils her female boſom fir d; 100 
Gay Chloreus' arms attract her longing eyes, 

And for the painted plume and helm the ſighs; 
Fearleſs ſhe follows, bent on gaudy prey, 

Jill an ill-fated dart obſtructs her way; 

Down drops the martial maid ; the bloody ground 103 
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound. 

The mournful nymphs ber drooping head ſuſtain, 
And try to ſtop the guſhing life in vain. 


Thus the raw. maid ſome tawdry coat. ſurveys, . 
Where the fop's fancy in embroidery plays; 110 
His ſnowy feather edg'd with crimſon.dyes, 

And his bright. ſword-knot lure her wand'ring eyes ;, 
Fring'd gloves and gold brocade conſpire to move, 
Till the nymph falls a ſacrifice te love. 


Here young Narciſſus o'er the fountain ſtood, 115: 
Aud view'd his image in the eryſtal flood, _ 


T 53 
The cryſtal flood reſſects his lovely charms, 
And the pleas'd image ſtrives to mect his arms. 
No nymph his unexpericnc'd breaſt ſubdu'd, 
Echo in vain the flying boy purſu'd; 120 
Bimiclf alone the foolith youth admires, 
And with fond look the ſmiling thade deſires: 
O'er the ſmooth lake with fruitleſs tears he grieves, 
His ſpreading fingers ſhoot in verdant leaves, 
Thro' his pale veins green ſap now gently flows, 125: 
And in a ſhort-liv'd flow'r his beauty blows. 


Let vain Narciſſus warn each female breaſt, 
'Fhat beauty's but a tranſient good at beſt. 
Like flow'rs it withers with th' advancing year, 
And age like winter robs the blooming fair. 130 
Ch Araminta, ceaſe thy wonted pride, 
Nor longer in thy faithleſs charms confide.; 
Ev'n while the glaſs reflects thy ſparkling eyes, 
Thcir Juſtre and thy roſy colour flies.! 


Thus on the fan the breathing figures ſhine, 1335 
And all the powers applaud the wiſe deſign. 


The Cyprian queen the painted gift reccives, 
And with a grateful bow the ſynod Icaves. 
To the low-world fhe bends her ſtecpy way, 
Where Strephon pais'd the ſolitary day; 140 
She found him in a melancholy grove, 
His downcaſt eyes betray'd deſponding love, 
The wounded bark confeſs'd his ſlighted flame, 
And ev'ry tree bore falſe Corinna's name; 
In a cho ade he lay with folded arms, 147 
Curſes his fortune, and upbraids her charms, 
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When Venus to his wond'ring eyes appears, 
And with theſe worde relieves his am'rous cares, 


Riſe, happy youth, this bright machine ſurvey, 
Whoſe rattling ſticks my buſy fingers (way; 130 
This preſent ſhall thy cruel charmer move, 

And in her fickle-bofom kindle love. 


The fan ſhall ſtutter in all female hands, 
And various faſhions learn from various lands, 
For this, ſhall elephants their ivory ſhed ; 15S 
And poliſh'd ſticks the waving engine ſpread : 
His clouded mait the tortoife ſhall reſign, 
And round the rivet pearly circtes ſhine. 
Ow this (all Indians all their art employ, 
And with bright colours ſtam the gaudy toy; 160 
Their paint fhall here in wildeſt fancies flow, 
Their dreſs, theit euſtoms, their religion ſhow.;- 
so ſhall the Britiſh fair their minds improve, 
And on the fan to diſtant climates rove. 
Here China's ladies ſhall their pride diſplay, 163 
And filver figures gild their ole array; 
his boaſts her little feet and winking eyes; 
hat tuncs the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies: 
Here croſs-leg'd» nobles in rich ſtate ſhall dine, 
There in bright mail diſtorted heroes ſhine; 170 
The pceping fan in modern times ſhall riſe, 
Through which unſcen the female ogle flies; 
This ſhall in temples the fly maid conceal, 
And ſhelter love beneath devotion's veil. 
Gay France ſhall make the fan her artiſt's care, 19g 
And with the coſtly trinket arm the fair. 
As learned Orators that touch the heart, 
With various action raiſe their ſoothing art, 
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Both head and hand affect the liſt ning throng, 
And humour each expreſfion of the tongue: 180 
* $0 ſhall each paſſion by the fan be ſeen, 
‚ Prom noiſy anger to the ſullen ſpleen. 
50 
While Venus ſpoke, joy ſhone-in Strephon's eyes, 
Proud of the- gift, he to Corinna flies. 
But Cupid (who delights in am'rous ill, 189 
Wounds hearts, aud leaves them to a woman's will) 
With certain aim a golden arrow drew, 
''F Which to Leander's panting boſom flew ; 
| Leander lov'd; and to the ſprightly dame 
In gentle fighs reveal'd his growing flame; 190 
gweet ſiniles Corinna to his fighs returns, 
And for the fop in equal ꝓaſſion burns. 


Lo. Strephon comes ! and with a ſuppliant bow, 
Offers the preſent, and renews his vow. 


| When ſhe the fate of Niobe beheld, 195 
Why has my pride againſt my heart rebell'd ? 
KF She ſighing,cry'd; Diſdain forſook her breaſt, 
And Strephon now was thought a worthy gueſt. 


In Procris* boſom when ſhe ſaw the dart, 
She juſtly blames her own ſuſpicious heart, 200 
Imputes her diſcontent to jealous fear, 
And knows her Strepbon's conſtancy fincere. 


When on Camilla's fatc her eye ſhe turns, 
No more for ſhow and equipage ſhe burns; 
She learns Leander's paſſion to delpiſe, 20s 
And looks on merit with diſcerning eyes. 
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Narcifſus' change to the vain virgin ſhows 
Who truſts to beauty, truſts the fading roſe. 
Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies: 
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloſſom dies. 210 


Thus Pallas taught her. Strephon weds the dame, 
And Hymen's torch diſſus'd the brighteſt flame, 
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TO THE 


COURTEOUS READER. 
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GREAT marvell hath it been, (and that not un- 


worthily) to diverſe worthy wits, that in this our 
Iſland of Britain, in all rare ſciences fo greatly 
abounding, more eſpecially in all kinds of pocſe 
highly flouriſhing, no Poet (though otherways of 
notable cunning in royndelays) hath hit on the 
right ſimple Eclogue after the true ancient guiſe 
of Theocritus, before this mine attempt. 


Other Poet travailing in this plain highway of Pa- 


ſtoral know I none. Yet, certes, ſuch it behoveth 
a Paſtoral to be, as nature in the country afſor- 
deth; and the manners alſo meetly copied from 
the ruſtical folk therein. In this alſo my love to 
my native country Britain much pricketh me for- 
ward, to deſcribe aright the manners of our own 
honeſt and laborious plough-men, in no wile ſure 
more unworthy a Britiſh Poet's imitation, than 
thoſe of Sicily or Arcadie; albeit, not ignorant [ 
am, what a rout and rabblement of critical galli- 


4 
j 


THE PROEME, 


mawfry hath been made of late days by certain 
young men of inſipid delicacy, concerning, I wiſt | 


not what, Golden Age, and other outragious con- 
ceits, to which they would confine Paſtoral. Where- | 
of I avow, I account nought at all, knowing no age 7 
fo juſtly to be inſtiled Golden, as this of our S0- |: 


vereign lady Queen ANNE, 


This idle trumpery (only fit for ſchools and ſchool- 


boys) unto that ancient Dorick ſhepherd Theo- 
critus, or his mates, was never known; he rightly 
throughout his fifth Idyll, maketh his louts give 


foul language, and behold their goats at rut in all | 


ſimplicity, 


*N T9X0c ITN to THC pnxala; ola Bareuvli 


Tuxira opharuas ire &'Tptyrs aurog byevio. THEO. | 


verily, as little pleaſance receiveth a true homebred 
taſte, from all the fine finical new-fangled fooleries 


of this gay Gothic garniture, wherewith they ſo 
nicely bedeck their court clowns, or clown cour- 
tiers, (for, which to call them rightly, I wot not) 


as would a prudent citizen journeying to his coun- 


try farms, ſhould he find them occupied by people 


of this motley make, inſtead of plain downright 


hearty cleanly folk, ſuch as be now tenants to the 
Burgeſſes of this realme. 


Furthermore, it is my purpoſe, gentle reader, to ſet 


before thee, as it were a picture, or rather lively 

landſcape of thy own country, juſt as thou mighteſt 

(ce it, dideſt thou take a walk into the ficlds at the 
g | 
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THE PROEM-E., 


proper ſeaſon : even as maiſter Milton hath ele- 
gantly ſet forth the ſame. 


« As one who long in populous city pent, 

« Where houſes thick and {ewers annoy the air, 

« Forth iſſing on a ſummer's morn to breathe 

« Among the pleaſant villages and farms 

« Adjoin'd, from e ch thing met conceives delight; 
« The fell of grain, or tedded grats, or kine, 


Or dairy, cach rural fight, cach rural found.“ 


Thou wilt not ſind my ſnepherdeſſes idly piping on 


baten reeds, but milking the Kine, tying up the 
ſlicaves, or, if the hoy arc aſtray, driving them to 
their ſtyes. My ſhepherd gathercth none other 
noſegays but what arc the growth of our own 
ſields; he flcepeth not under myrtle ſhades, but 
under a hedye; nor doth he vigilantly defend his 
flocks from wolves, becauſe there are nul, 48 
maiſter dpencer well oblcrveth ; 


« Well is knewn that ſince the Saxon Ling. 
« Never was wolf fen, many or ſome 
« Nor in all Kent nor iu Curiſtendom.““ 


For as much as 1 have mentioned maiſter Spencer, 


ſoot lily 1 muſl acknowledge him a bard of ſweetelt 
memorial. Yet hath lns thepherd's boy at ſome 
times raiſed his ruſtick reed to rhimes more rum- 
bling than rural. Diverſe grave points allo hath 
he handicd of churchly matter and doubts 10 rolt- 
gion daily ariſing, to great cierks only appertain— 
ing. What liketh me bett are his names, indeed 
right ümple and meet for the country, ſuch as 
Lobbin, Cuddy, Hobbinol, Digvon, aud others, 
dome of which have made bold to burrow. Moré— 
V OL, 1. F 


THE PRO EME. 


over, as he called his Eelogucs the ſbepherd's ca- 
lendar, and divided the ſame into twelve months, 
| have choſen (peradventure not over rathly) to 
name mine by the days of the week, omitting 
Sunday or the Sabbath, ours being ſuppotcd to be 
Chrittan ſhepherds, and to be then at church wor- 
thip. Yet further, of many of maiſter 5penecr's 
eclogues it may be obſerved, though months they 
be called, of the ſaid months therein nothing 1s 
tpeciticd ; wherein have allo cſtecmed him wor- 
thy nunc imitation. 


That principally, courteous reader, whereof I would 


have thee to be advertiſed, (ſeeing I depart from 
the vulgar uſage) is touching the language of my 
thepherds ; which is, ſoothly to ſay, ſuch as is net- 
ther ſpoken by the country maiden or the courtly 
dame; nay, not only ſuch as in the preſent times 
is not uttered, but was never uttered in time paſt; 
and, if 1 judge aright, will never be uttered in 
times futurc. It having too much of the country 
to be tit for the court, too much of the court 
to be fit for the country; too much of the lan- 
guage of old times to be tit for the preſent, too 
much of the preſent to have been fit for the old, 
and too much of both to be fit for any time to 
come. Granted alſo it is, that in this my lan- 
yuape cem unto myſelf as a London maſon, 
who calculateth hie work for a term of years, when 
te buildeth with old materials upon a ground-rent 
that 1s not Iny own, which ſoon turneth to rubbiſh 
and ruins. For this point, no reaſon can J al- 
ede, only deep learned chan haviny led me 
IC. UNITLO, 
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THE PRO E M E. 


Put here again, much comfort ariſeth in me, from 
the hopes, in that I conceive, when theſe words 
in the courſe of tranſitory things ſhall decay, it 
may ſo hap, in meet time, that ſome lover of Sim- 
plicity ſhall ariſe, who ſhall have the hardineſs to 
render theſe mine cclogues into ſuch more modern 
dialect as ſhall be then underſtood, to which end, 
gloſſes and explications of uncouth paſtoral terms 

are annexed, 


zentle reader, turn over the leaf, and entertain thy- 
ſelf with the proſpect of thine own country, im- 
ned by the painful hand of 


thy loving countryman, 


JOUN GAY. 
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O U -6:-E. 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 


LORD VISCOUNT BOLINGBROKE. 


O I, who erſt beneath a tree 
Sung Bumkinet and Bouzy bee, 
And Blouzelind and Marian bright, 
In apron blue or apron white, 
Now write my ſonnets in a book, 
For my good lord of Bolingbroke. 


As lads and laſſes ſtood around 
To hear my boxen haut- boy ſound, 
Our Clerk came poſting o'er the green 
With doleful tidings of the Queen; 
That Queen, he ſaid, to whom we owe: 
Sweet Peace that maketh riches flow; 
That Queen who eas'd our tax of late, 
Was dead, alas !—and lay in ſtate. 


At this, in tears was Cic'ly ſeen, 
Buxoma tore her pinners clean, 


In doleful dumps ſtood ev'ry clown, 


The parſon rent his band and gown, 


For me, when as I heard that death 
Had ſnatch'd Queen Anne to EYzabeth, 
F 3 
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66 PROLOGUE. 


I broke my reed, and fighing, ſwore 
I'd weep for Blouzclind no more, 


While thus we ſtood as in a ſtound, 


And wet with tears, like dew, the ground, 


Full oon by bonefire and by bell 

We learnt our Licge was palling well. 

A i(kiltul leech (fo God him ſpeed) 

They fay had wrought this bleſſed deed, 

This leech Arbuthnot was yelept, 

Who many a night not once had flept; 

But watch'd our gracious fov reign (hl ; 
For who could reſt when ſhe was ill? 
Oh, mayſt thou henceforth {weetly (leep! 
Sheer, \wains, oh theer your ſoſteſt theep 
To twell his couch; for well I ween, 
He ſav'd the realm who ſav'd the Queen, 


Quoth I, Pleaſe God, I'll hye with glee 
Jo court, this Arbuthnot to ſce. 
I {ould my thcep and lambkins too, 
For ſilver loops and garment blue: 
My boxen haut-boy {weet of ſound, 
For lace that edg'd mine hat around; 
ror Liphttoot and my ſerip I got 
A gorgeous word, and cke a knot. 


80 forth T far'd to court with ſpeed, 
Of foldier's drum withouten dreed; 
For Peace allays the ſthepherd's fear 
Ot weariny cap of granaclicr. 1 

here ſaw I ladics all a-row 
Pcture their Queen in ſcemly thow, 
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No more [I'll ſing Buxoma brown, 
Like goldlinch in her Sunday gown 3 
Nor Clumſilis, nar Marian bright, 
Nor damlecl that Hobneba hight. 

But Lanſdown freſh as flower of May, 
And Berkley lady blithe and gay, 
Aud Anpleſcy whote ſpeech exceeds 
Ihe voice of pipe, or oaten reeds; 
And blooming Hyde, with eycs lo rare, 
And Montague beyond compare: 
Such ladies fair wou'd I depaint. 

In roundclay or ſonnet quaint. 


There many a worthy wight I've ſeen 
In ribbon bluc and ribbon green. 
As Oxford, who a wand doth bear, 
Like Moſcs, in our Bibles fair: 
Who for our traffic forms dehyns, 
And gives to Britain Indian mincs. 
Now, thepherds, clip your fleecy cure, 
Ye maid, your ſpinning-wheels prepare, 
Ye weavers all your thuttles throw, 
And bid broad-cloths and ſerges grow; 
For trading free thall thrive again, 
Nor lealinys leud attright the ſwain. 


"There ſaw I St John, ſweet of mein, 
Full ſtedfaſt both to church and queen: 
With whoſe fair name I'll deck my ſtrain, 
St John, right courtcous to the twain :; 


For thus he told me on a day, 
Trim arc thy ſonncts, geutle Gay, 


A — 4 
2 — 2 
— — - — — — 4 
— . 2 —9 * 1 - 
4 * "i 2 


2 8 
2 
— — 


= Dil ney ens 
wg =; — 


— 
—— = 


I'd burn book, preface, notes and all. 


68 PROLOGUE. 


And certes, mirth it were to ſoe 
Thy joyous madrigals twice three, 5 
With preface meet, and notes profound, x1 
Imprinted fair, and well y-bound. 
Al ſuddenly then home I ſped, 
And did cven as my. Lord had faid. 
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Lo here, thou haſt mine Eclogues fair, by 
But let not theſe detain thine ear. 7 
Let not th' aſſairs of ſtates and kings 15 


Wait, while our Bowzybeus ſings. 

Rather than verſe of ſimple ſwain 

Shou'd ſtay the trade of France or Spain, 
Or for the plaint of parſon's maid, | 
Yon' emp'ror's packets be delay'd;. 

In ſooth, I ſwear by holy Paul, 


4 
Wt 
; 
4% 
. 
* 
32 
S. 
o 
Fo 
* 
9. 
7 
2 
* 


M G N 5 AT} 


OR, THE 


3 U 1 EL 


LOBBIN CLOUT, CUDDY, CLODDIPOLE. 


LORBIN CLOUT. 


HY younytings, Cuddy, are but juſt awake, 
1 No thruſtles ſlirill the bramble-buth forſake, 
No chirping lark the welken fheen invokes, 
No damſel yet the ſwelling udder ſtrokes 


O'er yonder hill does ſcant the dawn appear, $ 
Then why does Cuddy leave his cott ſo rear ? 


"CVD D'Y: 
Ah Lobbin Clout ! IT ween, my plight is gueſt, 
For * he that loves a ſtranger, is to reſt;“ 


Line. 

3. Welkin the fame as Welken, an old Saxon word ſigni- 
fying a Cloud; by poetical licence it is frequently ta- 
ken for the element or ſky, as may appear by thiz 
verſe in the Dream of Chaucer, 

« Ne in all the Welkin was no cloud,” 
Bheen or Shine, an vid word for ſhining or bright. 

3. Scant, uſed in the ancient Britiſh authors for ſcarce. 

6. Rear, an expreſſion in ſeveral countics of England, fer 
Early in the morning. 

7. Vo Ween, derived from the Saxon, to think or con- 
ceive. 
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—— FIRST PASTORAL. 


If ſwains belye not, thou haſt prov'd the ſmart, 
And Blouzelinda's miſtreſs of thy heart. 

This riſing rear betokeneth well thy mind, 
Thoſe arms are folded for thy Blouzelind. 

And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree, 
Thee Blouzelinda ſmites; Buxonta me. 


LOBBIN CLOUT. 


Ah Blouzelind ! I love thee more by half, 15 
Than does their fawns, or cows the new-fall'n calf: 
Woe worth the tongue, may bliſters ſore it gall, 
That names Buxoma, Blouzelind withal. 


CUDDY. 


Hold, witleſs Lobbin Clout, I thee adviſe, 
Leſt bliſters ſore on thy own tangue ariſe. 


20 
Lo yonder Cloddipole, the blithſome ſwain, 
The wiſcſt lout of all the neighbouring plain! 
From Cloddipole we learn'd to read the ſkies, 
To know when hail will tall, or winds ariſe. 
He taught us erſt the heifer's tail to view, 25 


When ſtuck aloft, that ſliow'rs would ſtrait enſue ;. 
He firſt that uſeful ſecret did explain, 

That pricking corns foretold the gath'ring rain. 
When ſwallows fleet ſoar high and ſport in air, 
He told us that the welken would be clear. 
Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearſe, 
And praiſe his ſweetheart in alternate verſe. 
I' wager this ſame oaken ſtaff with thee, 
That Cloddipole ſhall give the prize to me. 


30 


25. Erſt, a contraction of ere this; it ſignifies ſome time 
ago, or formerly. 
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THE SQUABBLE. 94 


LOBBIN CLOUT. 


See this tobacco-pouch that's lin'd with hair, 3s 


3 Wade of the ſkin of fleckeſt fallow- deer; 


2 This pouch, that's ty'd with tape of reddeſt hue, 


I'll wager, that the prize ſhall be my due. 

4 CU DDV. 

5 i , | 

* Begoin thy carrols then, thou vaunting ſlouch, 
Be thine the oaken ſtafl, or mine the pouch, 49 
E- LOBBIN CLOUT. 

My Blouzclinda is the blitheſt laſs, 

= Than primroſe ſweeter, or the clover-graſs. 

= Fair is the king- cup that in meadow blows, 

2 Kajr 1s the daiſy that beſide her grows, 

Fair is the gilliſſow'er, of gardens ſweet, 45 
air is the marygold, for pottage meet. 

= But Blouzelnd's than gillyſlow'r more fair, 

I han daiſy, marygold, or king-cup rarc. 

4 CUDD Y. 

5 My brown Buxoma is the feateſt maid, 

= That c'er at wake delightſome gambol play'd. 30 
* Clcan as young lambkins or the gooſe's down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. 
Ie witleſs lamb may ſport upon the plain, 
Ihe friſking kid delight the gaping ſwain, | 
> The wanton calf may ſkip with many a bound, 55 
And my cur Tray play defteſt feats around; 


But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray, 
Lance like Buxoma on the firſt of May. 


30. Deft, an old word ſignifying briſb or nimble, 
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7 FIRST PAST ORAL. 


LOBBINCLOUT. 
Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near, 
Of her bereft 'tis winter all the year. 
With her no ſummer's ſultry heat I know; 
In winter, when ſhe's nigh, with love I glow, 
Come, Blouzelinda, eaſe thy ſwain's deſire, 
My ſummer's ſhadow, and my winter's firc! 


CUDDY. 


As with Buxoma once I work'd at hay, 
Ev'n noon-tide labour feem'd an holiday; 
And holidays, if haply the were gone, 

Like worky-days I wiſh'd would ſoon be done. 


Eftſoons, O ſweetheart kind, my love repay, 


And all the year ſhall then be holiday, 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 


As Blouzelinda, in a gameſome mood, 
Behind a haycock loudly laughing ſtood, 
] flily ran, and ſnatch'd a haſty kils, 
She wip'd her hps, nor took it much amiſs. 
zelieve me, Cuddy, while I'm bold to ſay, 
Her breath was ſweeter than the ripen'd hay. 


DDT. 
As my Buxoma in a morning fair, 
With gentle finger ſtrok'd her milky care, 
1 qucintly ſtole a Kits; at firſt, tis true, 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 


60 


70 


75 


80 


69. Eftſouns, from eft, an ancient Britiſh word, ſignify— 
ing toon. So that efffoons is a doubling of the word 
ſoon, which is, as it were, to fay twice (oon, or very 


ſoon, 


79, Qurint has various ſiguifications in the ancient Eng- 
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THE SQUABBLY. 72 


1.obbin, I ſwear, believe who will my vows, 
Her breath by far excell'd the breathing cows, 


LOBBIN-CLOUM. 


Leck to the Welch, to Dutchmen butter's dear, 
Of Iriſh ſwains potatoc is the cheer ; 
Oats for their feaſls, the Scottiſh ſhepherds grind, 85 
Sweet turnips are the food of Blouzelind. 
While ſhe loves turnips, butter I'Il defpiſe, 
Nor leeks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoc prizc. 


CUDD F. | 
Tn good roaſt-beef my landlord ſticks his knife, 
The capon fat delights his dainty wife, 95 


Pudding our parſon cats, the ſquire loves hare, 
But white-pot thick is my Buxoma's. farc. 

While the loves white-pot, capon ne'cr {hall be, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for mc. 


LOBBIN- CLOUT. 


As once I play'd at blindman's-bult,, it hapt 95 
About my eyes the towel thick was wrapt. 
I -1ifs'd the ſwaius, and ſciz'd on Blouzclind; 
Truc ſpcaks that ancient proverb, Love is blind, 


liſh auſhors. I have uſed it in this place in the Came 

ſenſe as Chaucer hath done in his Miller's Tale. 

4% As Clerkes being full ſubtle and queint,”” (by which 

he m-aus arch or waggith), and not in that obſcene 

ſenſe Wherein he utcth it in the line immediately 

following. 

85. Populus Alcidae gratiflima, vitis Tx-clio, 

Formotac Myrtus Vencri, en Lauren Pivebo, 

Phillis amat Cory los. (as dum Pills amabir, 

Nec Myrtus vincet Corylus nec Laurca Phochi, Ge. 
| Virg. 
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74 FIRST PASTORAL, 


CUDDY, 


As at hot-cockles once I laid me down, 
And felt the weighty hand of many a clown; 100 
Buxoma gave a gentle tap, and I 
Quick roſe, and read ſoft miſchief in her eye, 


LOBBIN CLOUT. 


On two near elms the ſlacken'd cord I hung, 
Now high, now low my Blouzclinda ſwung. 
With the rude wind her rumpled garment roſe, 16x 
And thow'd her taper leg, and ſcarlct hoſe. 


CUDDY. 


Acroſs the fallen oak the plank I laid, 
And my ſelf pois'd againſt the tott'ring maid, 
High leapt the plank; adown Buxoma fell; 

1 ſpy'd—but faithful ſweethcarts never tell. 


LORBIN CLOUT. 
This riddle, Cuddy, if thou can'ſt, explain, r16 


This wily riddle puzzles every ſwain. 


What flower is that which bears the virgin's 
name, 


The richeſt metal joined with the ſame?“ 


CUDDLY. 


' Anſwer, thou carle, and judge this riddle right, 115 
ll frankly own thee for a cunuing wight 
&« + What ſlower is that which royal honour craves, 
« Adjoin the virgin, and 'tis ſtrown on graves ?” 


* Maryrvold. f f Roſemary. 
117, D.c quibus in terris infcripti nomina Regum 
Natcantur flores, Virg, 
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THE SQUABBLE. 78 


C LOD DIPOL E. 


Forbear, contending louts, give o'er your ſtrains, 
roo An oaken ſtafſ cach merits for his pains. 130 
hut ſce the ſun-beams bright to labour warn, 
| And gild the thatch of goodman Hodges' barn. 
Your herds for want of water ſtand a-dry, 
They're weary of your ſongs and ſo am I. 


120, Et vitula tu dignus et hic. Virg, 


2 
\ 
_ 
5 
7 
258 
4 
* 
Wa 
7% 
2> {34 
2 
5 
7 


o"_ 1 — 
— 2 1 5 . 0 8 2 
DS 7 4 2 2 — — * and 1 
=> PORE A Ra, ä ö 3 jo r : - 
— * . " N SEPA — 2 Ro 


ESE 


24 
* 


p wen Lo — 
mnt og a. 


3 
1 
* 
* 

5 1 


. 


* 
3 


X — ” 
Fx a. 
n 


NP 
P af 4 
Do ns RS 


— 


— 
Wo FF 


. S EY — 


"ow 


— af 


* 


F 


5 
04 
1 
2 
+ 
. 
2 
122 
5 
Wo. 
= 
7 
22 


SR, 1 H 


11 4 


MARIAN. 
* OUVNG Colin Clout, a lad of peerleſs meed, 


Full well could dance, and deftly tune the reed; f | 


In every wocd his carols ſweet were known, I 
At ev'ry wa :- his nimble feats were ſhown. 

When in the ring the ruſtic routs he threw, s 3 
The damſels pleaſures with his conqueſts grew; | 
Or when aſlant the cudgel threats his head, 

His danger ſmites the breaſt of ev'ry maid, | 
But ciucf of Marian. Marian lov'd the ſwain, 1 


Ihe parſon's maid, and neateſt of the plain. 10 
Nlarian that ſoft could {firgke the udder'd cow, 
Or leſſen with her ſicve the barley-mow; 


Marvied with ſage the hard'ning cheeſe ſhe preſs'd, 3 


And yellow butter Marian's fkiltt confeſs'd. 

But Marian now devoid of conntty cares, 15 

Nor yellow butter, nor ſage-cheeſe prepares. 

For ycaruing love the witleſs maid employs, 

And love, fay ſwains, all buſy heed deſtroys. 

Colin makes mock at all her hideous ſmart, | 
A laſs that Cic'ty bight, had won his heart, 20 
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20 


SECOND PASTORAL, 57 


Cic'ly the weſtern laſs that tends the kee, 


The rival of the parſon's maid was the, 


In dreary ſhade now Marian les along, 
And mix'd with fighs thus wails in plaining ſong. 


Ah, woful day! ah, woful noon and morn! 25 


When firſt by thee my younglings white were ſhorn: 


Then firſt, I ween, I caſt a lover's eye, 

My ſheep were filly, but more filly I. 

Beneath the ſhears they felt no laſting ſmart; 

They loſt but fleeces, while I loſt a heart. 30 


Ah, Colin! can'ſt thou leave thy ſweetheart true; 
What I have done for thee will Cic'ly do? 
Will ſhe thy linen waſh, or hoſen darn, 
And knit thee gloves made of her own ſpun yarn ? 
Will ſhe with huſwife's hand provide thy meat, 35- 
And ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait ? 
Which o'er thy kerſey doublet ſpreading wide, 
In ſervice- time drew Cic'ly's eyes aſide. 


Where: e'er I gad I cannot hide my care, 
My new diſaſters in my look appear. | 40 
White as the curd my ruddy check is grown, 
So thin my features that I'm-hardly known ; 
Our neighbours tell me oft in joking talk 

Of aſhes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk; 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, 45 
And wift not that with. thoughtful love I pine. 
Yet Colin Clout, untoward ſhepherd ſwain, 
Walks whiſtling We while pitiful 1 plain. 


21. Het a wvell-contry word for Kine or Cows, 
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7s SECOND PASTORAL, 


Whilom with thee 'twas Marian's dear delight 


To moil all day, and merry-make at night. 80 


[f in the foil you guide the crooked ſhare, 

Your carly brcaxtaſt is my conſtant care; 

And when with even hand you itrow the grain, 

I frizht the thievith rooks from off the plain. 

In milling days when 1 my threther heard, 55 
Wich nappy. beer Ito the barn repair'd; 

Loft in the muſic of the whirling fail, 

To gaze on thee [ left the ſmoaking pail: 

In harveſt when the {fun was mounted high, 

My leaihern bottle did thy drought ſupply; C0 
Wbicnt'er you mow'd I follow'd with the rake, 
And have full oft been ſun-burnt for thy ſake : 
When in the welkin gathering ſhow'rs were ſeen, * 
L Jagg'd the laſt with Colin on the green; 

And when at eve returning with thy carr, 6s 
Awaiting hcard the gingling bells from far; 
Straight on the tize._ the ſooty pot I plac'd, 

io warm thy broth I burnt my Lands for haſte. 
When hungry thou ſtood ſt /taring, like an vaf, 

I ſhe'd the luncheon from the barley loaf, 70 
With crumbled bread I thicken'd well thy meſs, 
Ah, lave we more, or love thy pottage leſs! 


Laſt Friday's eve, when as the ſun was ſet, 
I, ncar you ſtile, three fallow gyplies met. 


Upon my haud they caſt a poring look, 78 


hid me beware, and thrice their heads they ſhook; 


They faid:that many crofſes I muſt prove, 


Some in my worldly gain, but moſt in love. 
Next morn I miſs'd three hens aud our old cock, 
.d olf the hedye two piuncrs and a ſmock. 80 
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J bore theſe loſſes with a Chriſtian mind, 

And no miſhaps could feel, while thou wert kind. 
But fmice, alas! 1 grew my Colm's ſcorn, 

I've known no pleafure, night, or noon, or morn, 
Help me, ye gyplics, bring him home again, es 
Aud to a conſtant laſs give back her ſwain. 


19 


Have I not ſat with thee full many a night, 
When dying embers were our only liglit, 
When ev'ry crcature did in flumbers lie, 
Beſides our cat, my Colin Clout, and I? 90 
No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin move, , 
While I alone am kept awake by love. | 


Remember, Colin, when at laſt year's wake, 
I bought the coſtly preſent for thy fake : 
Couldſt thou tpell o'cr the poſy on thy knife, 
And with another change thy ſtate of life ? 
If thou furget'ſt, I wot, I can repeat, 
My memory can tell the verſe ſo ſweet. 
As this is grau'd upun this k of. thine, 
So is toy image in th's heart of mine, 
But woe is me! ſuch. prefents luckleſs prove, 
For kmwves, they tell me, always fever love. 
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Thus Marian wail'd, her eyes with tears brimfull, 
When Goody Dobius brought her cow to bull. 
With apron blue to dry her tcars the ſought, 

Ihen ſaw the cow well terv'd, and took a groat, 
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"BPARABEE LA. 


IE wailings of a maiden ] recite, 
A maiden fair that Sparabella hight. 
Such ſtrains ne'er warble in the linnet's throat, 
Nor the gay goldſinch chaunts ſo ſweet a note. 
No magpye chatter'd, nor the painted jay, 
No ox was heard to low, nor aſs to bray; 


No ruſtling breezes play'd the leaves among, 
While thus her madrigal the damfel ſung. 


„ Dumps, or Dumbs, made uſe of to expreſs a fit of the 
Sullens. Some have pretended that it is derived from 
Dumops, a king of E-ypt, that built a pyroviid, and died 
of melancholy, So Mopes after the lame manner is 
thought to have come from Merops, another Egyptian 
king that died of the ſame diſtemper; but our Englith 
antiquaries have conj:(tured that Dumps, which is 4 
grievous heavinels of ipirits, comes from the word Dum- 

plin, the heavieſt Kind of pudding that is eaten in this 
country, much uſcd in Norfolk, and other 

Euglaiid, 

Line 
5. Immemor herbarum quos «ft mirata juvenca, 
Certantes quorum ſtupefactar carmine lynces; 
Kt mutata Luvs requiueruut flumina curſus, 


counties of 
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THIRD PASTORAL. 91 


A while, O D'Urſey, lend an car or twain, 
Nor, though in homely guiſe, my verſe diſdain; ro 
Whether thou ſeek'ſt new kingdoms in the ſun, 
Whether thy muſe docs at Newmarket run, 
Or docs with goſſips at a fcaſt regale, 
And heighten her conceits with ſack and ale, 
Or clſe at wakcs with Joan and Hodge rejoice, 15 
Where D'Urfey's lyrics {well in every voice; 
Yet ſuſſer me, thou bard of wond'rous mecd, 
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. 


Now the ſun drove adown the weſtern road, 
And oxen laid at reſt forget the goad, 20 


The clown fatigu'd trudg'd homeward with his ſpade, 


Acroſs the meadows ſlretch'd the lengthen'd thade : 
Wilen 3parabella penſive and forlorn, 

Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 

L. can'd on her rake, and ſtrait with dolcful guiſe 25 
Did this ſad plaint in moanful notes devile. 


Come night as dark as pitch, ſurround my hcad, 
From Sparabella Bumkinet is fled; 
The ribbon that his val'rous cudgel won, 

Laſt Sunday happier Clumſilis put on. 30 


9. Tu mihi ſeu magni ſuperas jam na Timavi, 
Sive oram Ilyriei legis acquor is 

11. An opera written by this author, called The World in 
the Sun, or the Kingdom ot Birds; he 1s io tamous 
for his ſong on the N. wraarket hor Cirace, and fcyeral 
others that are {uns by the Britiſh {warns 

5. Med, an old word for frame or renown. 

18. Hand fine tempora circum | 
Inter victrices cder in Gb fen pere lauros. 

2% Iucumbei recti Damon lic cocpit Olivae. 
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$2 THIRD PASTORAL. 


Sure if he'd eyes, (t Love, they ſay, has none), 
I whilom by that ribbon had been known. 
Ah, well-a-day ! I'm ſhent with bancful ſmart, 
For with that ribbon he beſtow'd his heart. 


My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burden aid, 35 
*Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid, | 


Shall heavy Clumſilis with me compare ? 
View this, ye lovers, and like me deſpair. 
Her blubber'd lip by ſmutty pipe is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiſſs are borne; 
The clcanly cheeſe- preſs ſhe could never turn, 
Her awkward hit did ne'er employ the churn ; 
If cer ſhe brew'd, the drink would ſtrait go ſour, 
Before it ever felt the thunder's power : 

No huiwifery the dowdy creature knew; 
To ſum up all, her tongue confeſs'd the ſhrew. 


45 


My plaint, ye loſſes, with this burden aid, 
'Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


I've often ſeen my viſage in yon lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelieſt make. 
Though Clumſilis may boaſt a whiter dye, 
Yet the black ſloe turns in my rolling eye; 
And faireſt bloſſoms drop with every blaſt, 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laſt. 
Her wan complexion's like the wither'd leck, 
While Katherine pcars adorn my ruddy cheek. 


35 


33. Shent, an old word fignifying hurt or harmed. 

37. Mopſo Niſa datur, quid non ſperemus amantes? Virg. 
49. Nec ſum adeo inſormis, nu per me in litore vidi. Virg, 
$3. Alba liguſtra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur, Virg. 
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THE DUMPS, B3 


Yet ſhe, alas! the witleſs lout hath won, 
And by her gain, poor Sparabcll's undone ! 


Elect hares and hounds in coupling ſtraps uuite, 


"The clucking hen make friendihip with the kite, 60 


It the fox ſimply wear the nuptial nooſe, 
Aud join in wedlock with the wadling gooſe; 


For love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 
Ihe faireſt ſhepherd weds the fouleſt laſs. 


My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burden aid, 65 


is hard fo true a dam ſel dies a matd. 


Sooner ſhall cats diſport in waters clear, 


Aud ſpeckled mackrels graze the meadows fair, 


* Sooner ſhall ſcreech-owls batk in ſunny day, 


; And the flow afs on trees, like ſquirrels, play, 70 
= Sooner ſhall ſnails on inſeck pinions rove, 


Þ ban I forget my ſhepherd's wonted love, 


g My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burden aid, 


"Tis hard ſi true a dam ſel dies a maid. 


2 


i Ah! didſt thou know what proſſers J withſtood, 1g 


i When late I met the Squire in yonder wood! 
To me he ſped, regardleſs of his game, 
While all my check was glowing red with ſhame; 


">; 
70S 


; My lip he kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful look, 
Then from his purſe of ſilk a guinea took, 80 


* 


S0. Jungentur jam gryphes canis; acveque ſequenti 


3 Cum caubus timidi venient ad pocula damae, Virg, 
5 67. Ante leves ro paſceutur in acthere cervi 

3 Er freta deilitie at gudos in lit obe pitce 

2 Quam noſtro illius labatur pectore vultus, Vires 
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By THIRD PASTORAL, 


Into my hand he forc'd the tempting gold, 

While I with modeſt firupoling broke his hold, 

He iwore that Dick in liv'ry flrip'd with lace, 
Should wed me ſoon to keep me from diſyracc ; 

But I nor footman priz'd nor golden fee, 85 
For what is lace or gold compar'd to thee ? 


My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burden aid, 
"Tis hard fo true a daſel dies a maid, 


Now plain 1 ken whence Love his riſe begun, 
Sure he was born ſome bloody butcher's ſon, 99 
Bred up in ſhambles, where our younglings flain, 
Urſt taught him miſchief and to ſport with pain. 
The father only hilly ſheep annoys, 

The ſon the fillier ſhepherdets deſtroys. 
Docs ſon or father greater miſchict do? 95 
The fire is cruel, ſo the ſon is too. 


My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burden aid, 
*Iis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Farewell, ye woods, ye meads, ye ſtreams that flow 
A ſudden death ſhall rid me of my woe. 100 


$9. To ken. Scire, Chaucero, to ken, and hende notus A 8. 
cunnan Goth, Kunnan, G-ormanis kennen. Danis 
kKiende, MHandis kunna. Belgis kennen. Flits word 
is of general uſe, but not very common, though not 
unknown to the vulgar, Ken for profpicere is well 
known ang ufd to diſcover by the eye. Ray, F. R. 8. 
Nunc ,o qu“ fit Amor, & | 

95, Ctudei's mate mn ag at puer improbne ile ? 


Improbut ile puer, «© udelis tw quogqgne mater. Virg, 
99. —-\ IV te ay.Vac, a | 
Pracceps acrii {pecula' de montis in undas 
Deferar. Virg, 
i | 
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THE DUMPS. - By 


This penknife keen my windpipe ſhall divide. 
What, ſhall I fall as ſqueaking pigs have dy'd! 
No—'To ſome tree this carcaſe III ſuſpend, 

But worrying curs find ſuch untimely end! 

I'll ſpeed me to the pond, where the high ſtool 105 
On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 
That ſtool, the dread of cvery ſcolding quean ; 
Yet, ſure a lover ſhould not die ſo mean! 
There plac'd aloft, I'll rave and rail by fits, 
Though all the pariſh ſay I've loſt my wits; 110 
And thence, if courage holds, myſelf I'll throw, 
And quench my paſſion in the lake below, 


Ye laſſes, eaſe your burden, ceaſe to moan, 
And, by my caſe forewarn'd, go mind your own, 


The ſun was ſet; the night came on a-pace, 115 
And falling dews bewet around the place; 
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 
And the hoarſe owl his wotul dirges ſings; 
The prudent maiden deems it now too late, 
And till to-morrow comes defers her fate. 120 
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HOBNE L IA. 


OBNE L IA, ſeated in a dreary vale, 

In penſive mood rechears'd her piteous tale; 
Her piteous tale the winds in ſighs bemoan, 
And pining Eccho anſwers groan for groan. 


rue the day, a rueful day I trow, $ 
The wotul day, a day indeed of woe! 
When Lubberkin to town his cattle drove, 
A maiden fine bedight he hapt to love; 
The maiden fine bedight his love retains, 
And for the village he forſakes the plans. 16 
Return, my Lubberkin, theſe ditties hear; 
Spells will I try, and ſpells ſhall eaſe my care. 
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With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Live 
8. Dight or bedight, from the Saxon word dightan, * 
which ſignities to ſet in order, 3 
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When firſt the year, I heard the cuckow ſing, 13 
And call with welc me note the budding ſpring, 
I ſtraightway ſet a-running with ſuch halle, 
Deb'rah that won the ſmock ſcarce ran fo faſt; 
Jill ſpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a riſing bank I fat adown, 20 
Then doſf'd my ſhoe, and by my troth, I ſwear, 
Therein I ſpy'd this yellow frizzled hair, 
As like to Lubberkin's in curl and hue, 
As if upon his comely pate it grew. 


With my. ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 23 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


At eve laſt Midſummer no ſteep I ſought, 
But to the field a bag of hempſeed brought, 
I ſcatter'd round the ſeed on every ide, 
And three times in a trembling accent cry'd, 30 
This hempſeed with my virgin band J ſow, 
Who fhall my true li ue be, the crop ſhall mow, 
I ſtraight look'd back, and if my eyes ſpeak truth, 
With his keen ſcythe behind me came the youth. 


With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 35 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Laſt Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find, 
] rearly rofe, juſt at the break of day, 
Before the ſun had chas'd the ſtars away; 40 
A field I went, amid the morning dew | 
4% milk my kine (for ſo ſhould huſwives do) 


21. Doff, and don, contracted from the words do off, and 
do On. | 
Ul 3 
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Thee firſt I ſpy'd, and the firſt ſwain we ſee, Ai. 
In ſpite of fortune ſhall our true love be; - 
See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take, 443 
And canſt thou then thy ſweetheart dear forſake ? 


With my ſharp heel T three times mark the ground, 
Lad turn me thrice arcund, around, around, 


I.aſt May-day fair 1 fearch'd to find a ſnail 9 
That might my ſecret lover's name reveal; 5% 
Upon a gooſeberry-buſh a ſnail I found, 

For always ſnails near ſweeteſt fruit abound. 

1 ſeiz'd the vermine, home I quickly ſped, 

And on the hearth the milk-white embers ſpread. 
Slow crawl'd the ſnail, and if I right can ſpell, 58 
In the ſoft aſhes mark'd a curious L: 1 
Oh, may this wondrous omen lucky prove! EF: 
For L is found in Lubberkin and Love. 


With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. £5 


Two hazel-nuts I threw into the flame, 
And to cach nut I gave a ſweetheart's name, 
This with the loudeſt bounce me fore amaz'd, 
That in a flame of brighteſt colour blaz'd. 2 
As blaz'd the nut ſo may thy paſſion grow, 63 + 
For 'twas thy nut that did ſo brightly glow. 
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66. Daphnis me malus urit, ego hanc in Daphnide, 
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* With my fbar P heel 1 three times mark the ground, 
Aud turn me thrice around, around, arcanud. 


45 J As peaſcods once ] vluck'd, T chanc'd to ſee 


ke? One that was cloſely fill'd with threc times three, 70 
Which when I crop'e I ſafely home convey'd, 
a, And o'er the door thc ſpell in ſecret laid, 


2 My wheel I turn'd, and ſung a ballad new, 
When from the ſpindle I the fleeces drew; 
The latch mov'd up, when who ſhould firſt come in, 38 
'$S |} But in his proper perſon, Lubberkin, 

I broke my yarn, ſurpris'd the fight to ſee, 
Sure ſign that he would break his word with me. 
5 Ettſoons I Join 'd it with my wonted flight, 


d. | bo may again his Iove with mine unite! 80 
55 1 
Wb my ſharp heel 1 8 times mark the ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


a This Lady-fly I take from off the graſs, 
> Whoſe ſpotted back might ſcarlet red ſurpaſs. 
60 4 F, Laqh- bird, North, South, or Eaſt or Weſt, 85 
| 2 where the man is una that I love beſt. 
Ile leaves my hand, ſee to the Welt he's flown, 
E call my true · love from the faithleſs town. 
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With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 


63 And turn me thrice around, around, around. 90 


8 e 2 
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5 I pare this pippin round and round again, 
My ſhephcrd's name to flouriſh on the plain. 
I fling th' unbroken paring o'er my head, 


e. Upon the graſs a perfect L is read; 


93. Tranſque caput jace; ne reſpexeris. Vir g. 
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Yet on my heart a fairer L is ſeen 5 
Than what the paring marks upon the green. 


With my ſparp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


This pippin ſhall another trial make, 
Sec from the core two kernels brown I take; 
This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn, 
And Boobyclod on t'other fide is borne. 
But Boobyclod ſoon drops upon the ground, 
A certain token that his love's unſound, 
While Lubberkin ſticks firmly to the laſt ; 
Oh were his lips to mine but join'd fo faſt! 


100 


105 


With my ſoarp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


As Lubberkin once ſlept beneath a tree, 

I twitch'd his dangling garter from his knee; 
He wiſt not when the hempen ſtring I drew. 
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle blue; 
Together faſt I tye the garters twain, 

And while I knit the knot repeat this ſtrain : 
Three times a true-lave's knot 1 tye ſecure, 

Firm be the knet, firm may his love endure. 


110 


113 


| With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around, 


109. Necte tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, colores | 
Necte, Amarylli modo; et Veneris dic vincula necto. 
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As 1 was wont, I trudg'd laſt market-day 
To town, with new-laid eggs preſerv'd in hay. 
I made my market long before 'twas night, 
My purſe grew heavy, and my baſket light. 
Strait to the *pothecary's ſhop I went, 

And in love-powder all my money ſpent; 
Behap what will, next Sunday, after prayers, 
When to the ale-houſe Lubberkin repairs, 
Theſe golden flies into his mug Fl throw, 


91 


120 


125 


And ſoon the ſwain with fervent love ſhall glow, 


With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


But hold—our Lightfoot barks, and cocks his ears, 


O'er yonder ſtile ſee Lubberkin appears. 


He comes, be comes, Hobnelia's not bewray'd 


130 


Nor ſhall ſhe, crown'd with willow, die a maid. 


He vows, he ſwears he'll give me agreen gown; 135 


Oh dear! I fall adown, adown, adown! 


123. Has herbas, atque haec ponto mihi lecta venena 
Ipſe de dit maeris, 

127. 

13 1. Neſcio quid certe eſt: et Hylax in limine latrat. 


Virę. 
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BUMKINET, GRUBBINOL. 


BUMKINET:. 


HY, Grubbinol, doſt thou ſo wiſtful ſeem ? 
There's ſorrow in thy look, if right I deem. 
"Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear, 
And chilly blaſts begin to nip the year; 
From the tall elm a ſhower of leaves is borne, 8 
And their loſt beauty riven beeches mourn. 
Yet even this ſcaſon pleafance blithe affords, 
Now the ſqueez'd preſs fuams with our apple hoards. 
Come, let us hye, and quaft a cheary bowl, 


Let cyder now waſh furrow from thy ſoul. 


* Dirge or Dyrge, a mournful ditty or ſong of lamentation 
over the dead; not a contraction of the Latin Diris,- in 
the Popiſh hymn Dirige vreſſus meos, as ſome pretend. 
But from the Teutonic Dyrke, Laudare, td praiie and 
extol. Whence it is pollible their dyrke and our dirge 
was a laudatory ſong to conmemorate and applaud the 

1 Cowell, Iuterpreter. 
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THE DIR G F. 93 
GRUBBINOL. 


Ah Bumkinet! ſince thou from hence wert gone, 
From theſe ſad plains all merriments is flown; 
Should I reveal my grief 'twould ſpoil thy chear, 
And make thine eye o'erflow with many a tear. 


BUMKINET. 


Heng ſorrow ! Let's to yonder hut repair, 15 
And with trim fonnets caſt 1way our care, 

Gillian of Croydon well thy pipe can play, 

Thou ſing'ſt molt ſweet, Oer hills and far away. 

Of Patient Grifiel I deviſc to ſing, 

And catches quaint ſhall make the vallies ring. 20 
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this ſhelter, come, 
From hence we view our flocks ſecurely roam. 


GRUBBINOL. 


Yes, blithſome lad, a tale I mean to ſing, 
But with my woe ſhall diſtant valley ring; 


The tale ſhall make our kidlings droop their head, 25 


our Blouzelind is dead. 


For woe is me 
BUMKINET. 


Is Blouzelinda dead? farewel my glee ! 
No happineſs is now reſerv'd for me. 
As the wood pigeon cooes without his mate, 
So ſhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 30 
Of Blouzelinda fair 1 mean to tell, 
The pecrleſs maid that did all maids excell, 


15. Incipe mopſe prior {i quos aut Phyllidis ignes 
Aut Alconis habes laudes, aut jurgia Codri. 
27. Glee, joy; trum the Dutch glooren, to recreate. 
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8 FIFTH PASTORAL. 


Henceforth the morn ſhall dewy forrow ſhed, 1 No T 
And ev'ning tears upon the graſs be ſpread; To f 
The rolling ſtreams with watry grief ſhall flow, 33 Lam 
And winds mall moan aloud - when loud they blow. q For 
Henceforth, as oft as autumn ſhall return, 9 


The dropping trees, whene'er it rains, ſhall mourn: y 
This ſeaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the country's pride, 2 Wh 
For 'twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy'd. 40 Nh. 
Wa 
Where-e'er I gad, 1 Blouzelind ſhalt vie w, No 
Woods, dairy, barn and mows our paſſion knew. 1 Fo 
When | direct my eyes to yonder wood, 1 
Freth riſing forrow curdles in my blood. 1 


Thither I've often been the damſel's guide, as 
When rotten ſticks our fuel have ſupply'd; | 
There I remember how her faggots large, 

Were frequently theſe happy ſhoulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, 
And (tuff'd her apron wide with nuts ſo brown; 30 
Or when her feeding hogs bad miſs'd their way, 
Or wallowing mid a feaſt of acorns lay, 

Th' untoward creatures to the ſtye I drove, 
And whiſtled all the way—or told my love. 


If by the dairy's hatch 1 chance to hie, $3 
I ſhall her goodly countenance eſpie, 
For there her goodly countenance I've ſeen, 
Set off with kerchief ſtarch'd and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like wax, ſhe rolls the buttes round, 
Or with the wooden lilly prints the pound. 6 
Whilom I've ſeen her ikim the clouted cream, 
And preſs from ſpongy curds the milky ſtream, 
But now, alas ! theſe cars ſhall hear no more. 


The whining ſwine ſurround the dairy door, 
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d, 3; No more her care ſhall fill the hollow tray, 65 
Io fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 

„ 38 Lament, ye ſwine, in grunting ſpend your grief, 

blow. For you, like me, have loſt your ſole relief. 


urn: When in the barn the ſounding flail I ply, 
e, 4 Where from her ſieve the chaff was wont to fly, 30 
40 1 The poultry there will ſeem around to ſtand, 
4 Waiting upon her charitable hand; 
1 No ſuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
ew. Z For they, like me, have loſt their Blouzelind. - 


Whenever by yon barley mow I paſs, 75 
423 Before my eyes will trip the tidy laſs. c 
I pitch'd the ſheaves (oh could I do ſo now!) 
Which ſhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 
There every deale my heart by love was gaia'd, 


7 3 There the ſweet kiſs my courtſhip has explain'd. 86 
5 50 Ah Blouzelind! that mow I nc'er ſhall ſee, 
b But thy memorial will revive in me. 


Lament, ye fields, and rueful ſymptoms ſhow, 

2 Henceforth let not the ſmelling primroſe grow; 
Let weeds inſtead of butter-flowers appear, 83 
55 And meads, inſtead of daiſies, hemlock bear; 

For couſlips ſweet let dandelions ſpread, 

For Bouzelinda, blithſome maid. is dead! 
Lament ye ſwains, and o'er her grave hemoan, 


Alas, alas ! 
and remember fleſh is graſs. 


Hexe Blouzelinua lyes 
3 Weep, ſhepherds 


SA. Pro molli viola, pro purpureo Narciflo 
Carduus, et ſpinis ſurgit Paliurus arutis. Virg, 
90, Et tumulum facite, et tumulo ſupperaddite carmen, 


1 And ſpell ye right this verſe upon her ſtone : 90 


* 


While on her darling's bed her mother ſate! 110 


Be theſe my ſiſter's care and and ev'ry morn 115 6 
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GRUBBINOL. 4 

Albeit thy ſongs are ſweeter to mine ear, 4 
Than to the thirſty cattle rivers clear; s 
Or winter porridge to the lab'ring youth, 91 
Or buns and ſugar to the damſel's tooth; 4 
Yet Blouzelinda's name ſhall tune my lay; 4 
Of her I'll fing for ever and for aye. Y 
z 

55 


When Blouzelind expir'd, the weather's bell 
Before the drooping flock toll'd forth her knell; 100 
The ſolemn death- watch cliek'd the hour ſhe dy'd, 
And ſhrilling crickets in the chimney cry'd; 


The boding raven on her cottage ſate, 


And with hoarſe croaking warn'd us of her fate 
The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred, 10 
Drop'd on the plains that fatal inſtant dead; 3 
Swarm'd on a rotten ſtick the bees I ſpy'd, 1 
Which erſt I ſaw when goody Dobſon dy'd. 1 


How ſhall I, void of tears, her death relate, 


Theſe words the dying Blouzelinda ſpoke, 
And of the dead let none the will revoke. 


Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the poultry need, 3 
And give the gooſe wherewith to raiſe her breed; 


Amid the ducklings let her ſcatter corn; TI 


93. Tale tuum carmen nobis, Divine Poeta, 
Quale ſopor feſſis in gramine: quale per aeſtum 
Dulcis aquae ſaliente ſitim reſtinguere rivo. 


Nos tamen haec quocumque modo tibi noſtra viciſſim 4 
Dicemus, Daphnirque tuum tollemus ad aſtra. irg. 
96. Kptooov KENTOptva TEU (KY EV Us MENL R,. "a 
2 Theoc. 
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The ſiekly calf that's hous'd, be ſure to tend, 

Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 
Yet ere I die—ſee, mother, yonder {helf, 

There ſecretly I've hid my worldly pelf. 120 
Twenty good ſhillings in a rag I laid, 

Be ten the Parſon's, for my ſermon paid, 

The reſt is yours my ſpinning-wheel and rake, 
Let Suſan keep for her dear ſiſter's fake; 

My new ſtraw-hat that's trimly lin'd with grcen, 125 
Let Peggy wear, for ſhe's a damicl clean. 

My leathern bottle, long in harveſts try'd, 

Be Grubbinol's—this ſilver ring beſide : 

Three filver pennies, and a nime-pence bent, 

A token kind, to Bumkinet is ſent. 130 


Thus ſpoke the maiden, while her mother cry'd, 


And peaceful, like the harmleſs lamb, ſhe dy'd. 


To ſhow their love, the neighbours far and near, 
Follow'd with wiſtful look the damfel's bicr. 
Sprigg'd roſemary the lads and laſſes bore, 135 
While diſmally the Parſon walk'd before. 

Upon her grave the roſemary they threw, 
The daiſie, butter-flow'r, and endive blue. 


After the good man warn'd us from his text, 139 
That none could tell whoſe turn would be the next; 


Ile ſaid, that Heaven would take her foul, no doubt, 
And ſpoke the hour-glaſs in her praiſe 


quite out. 


To her ſweet mem'ry flow'ry garlands ſtrung, 


O'er her now empty ſeat aloft were hung. 


With wicker rods we fenc'd her tumb around, 145 


To ward from man and beaſt the hallow'd ground, 
Vor. I, | 1 | 
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Leſt her new grave the Parſon's cattle raze; 
Tor both his horſe and cow the church- are graze, 


Now we trudg'd homeward to her mother's farm, 4 


To drink new cyder mull'd, with ginger warm. 159 I 


For Gaffer Tread well told us by the bye, 
Exceſſive ſorrow is exceeding dry. 


While bulls bear'horns upon their curled brow, 


Or laſſes with ſoft ſtroakings milk the cow; 3 


While padling ducks the ſtanding lake deſire, 155 


Or batt'ning hogs roll in the finking mire; 3 


While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raiſe, 
So long ſhall ſwains tell Blouzelinda's praiſe. 


Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy ſtrain, 
Till bonny Suſan ſped a-croſs the plain; 160 
They ſeiz'd the laſs in apron clean array'd, 
And to the alehouſe forc'd the willing maid ; 
In ale and kiſſes they forget their cares, 
And Suſan Blouzelinda's loſs repairs. 


153, Dum juga mentis Aper, fluvios dum piſcis amabit, 
-Dumque Thymo paſcentur apes, dum rore cicadae, 
emper honos nomen que tuum, laudeſque manebunts 
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Wide through the field was ſcen a goodly rout, 


Z To the near hedge young Suſan ſteps aſide, 


" UBLIMER ſtrains, O ruſtic Muſe, prepare; 
Forget a-while the barn and dairy's care; 
Thy homely voice to loſtier numbers raiſe, 
The drunkard's flights require ſonorous lays, 
With Bowzybeus' ſongs exalt thy verſe, 5 
While rocks and woods the various notes rchearſc. 


 *Twas in the ſeaſon when the reapers toil 
Of the ripe harveſt gan to rid the foi]; 


Clean damſels bound the gather'd ſheaves about; 10 
The lads with ſharpen'd hook, and ſweating brow, 
Cut down the labours of the winter plow: _ 


She feign'd her coat or garter was unty'd : 

Whate'er ſhe did, ſhe ſtoop'd adown unſcen, 15 

And merry reapers, what they liſt, will ween. 

Soon ſhe roſe up, and cry'd with voice ſo ſhrill 

bat echo anſwer'd from the diſtant hill; 

The youths and damſels ran to Suſan's aid, 

Who thought fome adder had the laſs diſmay'd. 20 
oe | 
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When faſt aſleep they Bowzybeus ſpy'd, 
His hat and oaken, ſtaff lay cloſe beſide: 
That Bowzybeus who could ſweetly fing, 
Or with the rofin'd bow torment the ſtring : 


That Bowzybeus who with finger's ſpeed 25 


Could call ſoft warblings from the breathing reed: 
That Bowzybens who with jocund tongue, | 
Ballads and roundelays and catches ſung. 

They loudly laugh to fee the damſel's fright, 


Aud in diſport ſurround the drunken wight. 30 


Ah Bowzybee, why didſt thou ſtay fo long? 
The mugs were large, the drink was wond'rous 
ſtrong! | 
Thou ſhould'ſt have left the Fair before 'twas 
night, 
But thou fat'ſt toping till the morning light, 


Cic'ly, briſk maid, ſteps forth before the rout, 35. 
And kiſs'd with ſmacking lip the ſnoring lout; 
For cuſtom ſays, Whoeer this venture proves, 
For ſuch a kiſs demands à pair of gloves. 
By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickling ſtraw within his noſe; 40 
He rubs his noſtril, and in wonted joke 
The ſncering ſwains with ſtamm'ring ſpeech be- 
+... ſpate: 
To you, my lads, I'll ſing my carols o'er; 
As for the maids— I've ſomething elfe in ſtore. 


22. Serta procul tantum .capiti delapſa jacebant. Virge. 
40. Sangnineis frontem moris et tempora pingit. Virg. 
43. Carmina quae vultis, cognoſcite; carmina vobis, 

Huic aliud mercedis erit. Virg. 
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No ſooner gan he raiſe his tuneful ſong, 45 
But lads and laſſes round about him throng. 
Not ballad - ſinger plac'd above the crowd 
Sings with a note fo ſhrilling ſweet and loud; 
Nor pariſh-clerk who calls the pſalm ſo clear, 
Like Bowzybeus ſoothes th' attentive ear. 56 


Of Nature's laws his carols firſt begun, 
Why the grave owl can never face the ſun; 
For owls, as ſwains obſerve deteſt the light, 
And only ſing and ſeek their prey by night, 
How turnips hide their ſwelling heads below, 55 
And how the cloſing colworts upwards grow; 

How Will-a-wiſp miſleads night-faring clowns, 

O'er hills, and finking bogs, and pathleſs downs. 
Of ſtars he told that ſhoot with ſhining trail, 

And of the glow-worm's light that gilds his tail. 60 
He ſung where woodcocks in the ſummer fecd, 
And in what climates they renew their breed ; - 
Some think to northern coaſts their flight they tend, 
Or to the moon in midnight hours aſcend, 
Where ſwallows in the winter's ſeaſon keep, 
And how the drowſy bat and dormouſe ſleep, 
How Nature does the puppy's. eyelid cloſe, 

ill the bright ſun has nine times ſet and roſe ; - 
For huntſmen by their long experience find, 
That puppies ſtill nine rolling ſuns are blind. 


65 


70 


47. Nec tantum Phoebo gaudet Parnaſia rupes, 
Nec tantum Rhodope mirantur et Ifmarus Orphea. 
3 f Vire, 
51, Our ſwain had poſſib'y read Tuſſar, f om whence ke 
might have collected thefe philoſophical obſervation: 
Namque canebat uti magnum per inane coacta, Cc. 
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Now he goes on, and ſings of fairs and ſhows, . 
For ſtil] new fairs before his eyes aroſe. 
How pedlars ſtalls with glitt'ring toys are laid, 
The various fairings oftthe conntry-maid. 


Long filken laces hang upon the twine, 75 


And rows of pins and amber bracelets ſhine; 

How the tight laſs knives, combs, and ſciſlars 
ſpies,. 

And looks on thimbles with defiring eyes. 

Of lott'ries next with tuneful note he told, 

Where ſilver ſpoons are won and rings of gold. 80 

Ihe lads and laſſes trudge the ſtreet along, 

And all-the fair is crowded in his ſong. 

The mountebank now treads the ſtage, and ſells. 

His pills, his balſams, and his ague-ſpells; 


Now o'cr and o'er the nimble tumbler ſprings, 83 


And on the rope the vent'rous maiden ſwings; . 
Jack Pudding, in his party-colour'd jacket, 
Tofles the glove, and jokes at every packet, 
Of raree- ſhows he ſung, and Punch's feats, 


Of pockets pick'd in crowds, and various cheats. 90 


Then ſad he ſung the chiliren in the wood. 
Ah, barb'rous uncle, ſtain'd with infant blood! 
How blackberries they pluck'd in deſarts wild, 
And fearleſs at the glitt'ring faulchion ſmil'd; 


Their little corps the Robin-red-breaſt found, 95 


And ſtrow'd with pious bill the leaves around. 
Ah gentle birds! if this verſe laſts ſo hung, 
Your names ſhall live for ever in my ſong. 


97. Fortunati ambo, ſi quid mea carmina poſſunt, 
Nulla dies unquam memori vos eximet aevo. Vir. 
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For buxom Joan he ſung the doubtful ſtrife, 
How the ſly ſailor made the maid a wife. 100 


To louder ſtrains he rais'd his voice, to tell 
What woeful wars in Chevy-chaſe befell, 
When Percy drove the deer with hound and horn, 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn ! 
Ah With'rington, more years thy life had crown'd, 10s 
If thou hadſt never heard the horn or hound! 
Yet ſhall the ſquire who fought on bloody ſtumps, 
By future bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 


All in the land of Eſſex next he chaunts, 
How to ſleek mares ſtarch quakers turn gallants: 110 
How the grave brother ſtood on bank ſo green. 
Happy for him if mares had never been! 


Then he was ſeiz'd with a religious qualm, 
And on a ſudden ſung the hundredth pſalm. 


He ſung of Taffey Welch, and Sawney Scot, 115 
Lilly-bullero, and the Iriſh Trot. 
Why ſhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 
Or Wantley's dragon ſlain by valiant Moore, 
The bower of Roſamond, or Robin Hood, 
And how the gra/s now grows where Troy town flood? 120 


99. A ſong in the comedy of Love for Love, beginning, 
A Soldier and a Sailor, &c. 
109. A fong of Sir J. Denham's. See his poems. 
112. Et fortunatam fi nunquam armenta fuiflent 
Paſiphaen. 
1. Onid loquar aut Scyllam Niſi, &. Virg. 
117, Old Englich ballads. 
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His carols ceas'd: the liſt'ning maids and ſwains 


Stem ſtill to hear tome ſoft impertect ſtrains, 


Sudden he roſe; and as he recls along 
Swears kiſſes ſweet ſhould well reward his ſong. 
The damſels laughing ſly : the giddy clown 125 
Again upon a wheat-theaf drops adown 
The pow'r that guards the drunk, his ſleep attends, 
"Till, ruddy, like his face, 3 ſun deſcends, 
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Names, Plants, Flowers, Fruits, Birds, Berfts, TaſcAs, 
and other material things mentioned in theſe Paſlorals. 


A 

CORNS; Paſt. 5, v. 32 
Adder 6, 20 

Ale hauſe 6, 8 
Apple © 4, 126 
Apron 2, 106. 6, 30 
Ais 3; 8. 3. 70 
Autumn 5, 3.5 37 

B 

Parley 2, 70. 5, 78 
Ballad-ſinger 6, 47 
Bat 3, 117 
Nate man 6, 117 
Bays 3. 18 
Barn I, 122, 5, 69 
Beech G, 6 
Bee 5, 107 
Bran 2, 44 
Blackberry 6, 93 
Blind-man's buff 1,95 
Rramble l, 2 
louzelind 1, 10. 5, 56 
Breaktaſt 2, 52 
Rull 2, 104 


Rumhkinet 3, 0 
Bun 5, 96 
Boobyclod 4. 102 
Butter 1, 133 
Roauzybeus 6 
Butcher 3. 90 
Butrerflower 5,7 85 
Hu xo ia I, 14 
C | 
Calf , 16. 1, $6 
Capon 1, 90 
Carr 2, 65 
Cat 2, 90. 3, 67 
Cicily 2, 20, C, 35. 
Clover-graſs I, 42 
Cloddipole I 
Churn 3, 42 
Colwarts 6, 56 
Clumſilis 3, 30 
Cock 2, 79 
Comb 6, 77 
Cow 1, 16. 1, 82, 2, 104 
Colin Clout * 1 
Clouted Cream 6, 61 
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Cowſlips 
Chalk 
Cricket 
Curd 
Culdy 
Church-yard 
Cuckow 
Cur . 
Cydler 


Corns 


Dairy 
Daifie 
Dandelion 
Dzhirah 
Deati-watch 
D'UVrfey 
Goody Dobbins 
Deer 
Dick 
Doe 
Dorcns 
Dragon 
Drink 
Goody D %% 'n 
Duck 
Duckling 
Duckingſtool 

E 
Ep,vs 
Fim 
Endive 
Epitaph 


Fair 
Fawn 
Fox 
Fuel 

G 
Gillyflower 
Gloves 
Glow · worm 
Guter 


Goldſinch 


E X. 


Ginger 
Gonſe 


Gillian of Croydon 


Gooleberry 
Green Gown 
Grafts 
Grubbinol 
Gypſy 


Hare 
Holyday 
Haycock 
Hayzel-nut 
Harveſt 
Hemlock 
H-mpſeed 
Heifer 

Hein 
Honr-Tlats 
Holly 
Hoſen 
Hobne lia 
Hot-cockles 
Hog 

Holee 


| Horſe 


Gaodman Hodges 
Hound 


1 
Jack-pudding 
Jay 
Foan 
Iriſh Trott 
K 


Katherine Peur 
Kid 

Korchief 
Kidling 

Kits 

Kite 

Kerſey Doiiblet 
Knite 

Kingcup 


A 


T 


L 
T.ady Bird 
Leather 
Lamb 
Jin Chu 
Love Powder 
Lambkin 
Lottery 
Lark 
Leathern Bottle 
Lubberkin 
Lilly 
Leek : 
Lilly Bullero 
Linnet 8 

M 
Mackerell 
May-day 
Magpye 
Milk-pail 
Mare 
Mng 
Marian 
Moore 
Mary gold 
Midfummer-eve 
Mole 
Mountebank 
Mow 

N 
Neckcloth 
Nuts 
Ninepence 

0 
Oak 
Oatmeal 
Owl 
Oxen 
| | P 
Ploughing 
Peale-cod 
Penny 
Peggy 


_ Penknife 


Pidgeon 


1 


D 


4, By 
2, 44 
„ 53 
ſy 
4, 124 
5, 105 
6, 79 
3 
55 127 
47 7 
5, 60 
3, 55 
6, 116 


3, 3 


3, 68 
1, 58 
3, 5 
2, 58 
6, 110 
6, 32 
2, 9 
6, 118 
1, 46 
4, 27 
5, 157 
6, 83 
57 75 


2, 36 
5, 59 


5, 129 


5, 3 
2, 44 
6, 52 
3, 20 


2, 51 
4, 09 
5, 129 
5, 126 
3. 101 


57 29 


E 
Poedlar 


Pig 

Pinner 

Pippin 

Pottage 

Potatoe 
pudding 
Primroſe | 
Patient Griſſcl 
Poultry 

Pariſh Clerk 
Puppy 


Rake 
Raven 
Robin Hood 
Robin-red-breaſt 
Ring 

Rook 

Ryo ſa mon 4 
Roaſt Beef 
Ribbon 
Rotemary 
Riddle 


8winging 
Spring 
Sawney 
Sage 
Sciflars 
Sheep 
Straw-hat 
Sloe 
Smock 
Snail 
Spinning Wheel 
Squirrel 
Sugar 
Suſan 
Squire 
Sowing 
Swallow 
Shore 
Swine 
Summer 


Silver Spoon 
Sparabella 
Sce-lawing 
T 

Thimble 
Throſtle 
Tobacco 
Gafter Treadwell 
Troy Town 
Turnip 
Threſhing 
Truc-love's Knot 

V 
Valentine's day 
Udder 

W 
Wake 


B NW. 


Weather 
Winter 
Weed ; 
III a-H iy 
Wheat-ſheaf 
Whey 
Whirepot 
Wood 
Worky day 
Woodcock 
Whiltling 

: Y 
Yarn 
Youngling 


3, 99 
1, 80 
5, 85 
6, 57 
6, 126 
5, 66 
I, 92 
5 43 
I, Gr 
6, 61 
5, 54 


4, 77 
2, 26 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE world, I believe, will take ſo little notice of me 


that I need not take much of it. The critics may 
fee by this poem, that I walk on foot, which pro- 
bably may ſave me from their envy. I ſhould be 
ſorry to raiſe that paſſion in men whom I am ſo 
much obliged to, ſince they allow me an honour 
hitherto only ſhewn to better writers: that of de— 
nying me to be the author of my own works. 


Gentlemen, if there be any thing in this poem good 
enough to diſpleaſe you, and if it be any advan- 
tage to you to aſcribe it to ſome perſon of greater 
merit, I thall acquaint you, for your comfort, that 
among many other obligations, I owe teveral hints 
of it to Dr Swift. And if you will ſo far continue 
your favour as to write againſt it, I beg you to 
oblige me in accepting the following motto, 


on tu, in Triviis, indocte, folebas 
Stridenti, miſerum, tipula, diſperdere carmen? 
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Of the implements for walking the ſireets, and ſigns of 


the weather. 


W ns 6 winter ſtrects to ſteer your courſe 
: ariglit, 
How to walk clean by day, and ſafe by night, 
How joſthng crowds with prudence to. decline, 
When to aſlert the wall, and when reſipn, 
I ling : Thou, Trivia, goddets, aid my fong, 5 
'Thro? ſpacious ftreets conduct thy bard along; 
By thee tranſported, I ſecurely ſtray 
Where winding allcys lead the doubtful way, 
The filent court, and op'ning ſquare explore, 
And long perplexing lanes untrod before. 1 10 
To pave thy realm, and ſmooth thy broken ways, 
Farth from her womb a linty tribute pays; 
For thce the ſturdy pavior thumps the ground, 
Whilſt ev'ry ſtroke his lab'ring lungs reſound; 
For thce the ſcavenger bids kennels plide 15 
Within their bounds, and heaps of dirt ſubſide. 
My youthful boſom burn: with thirſt of tame, 
From the great theme to build. a glorious name, 
To tread in paths to ancient bards unknown, 
And bind my temples with a civic crown 20 
| K 3 
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| But more, my country's love demands the lays, 
| My country's be the profit, mine the praiſe, 


| When the black youth at choſen ſtands rejoice, 
And clean your ſhoes reſounds from ev'ry voice ; 
When late their miry ſides ſtage coaches ſhow, 25 
And their {tiff horſes through the town move ſlow ; 
When all the Mall in leafy ruin lies, 

And damſels firſt renew their oyſter cries : 

Then let the prudent walker ſhoes provide, 

Not of the Spaniſh or Morocco hide; 28 
The wooden heel may raiſe the dancer's bound, 
And with the ſcallop'd top his ſtep be crown'd : 

Let firm, well-hammer'd ſoles protect thy feet 
Through freezing ſnows, and rains, and ſoaking 

fleet. 

Should the big laſt extend the ſhoes too wide, 35 
Each ſtone will wrench th' unwary ſtep aſide: 

The ſudden turn may ſtretch the ſwelling vein, 

Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ancle ſprain; 

And when too ſhort the modiſh ſhoes are worn, 

You'll judge the ſcaſons by your ſhooting corn. 40 
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Nor ſhould it prove thy leſs important care, 

To chuſe a proper coat for winter's wear. 

Now in thy trunk thy D'Oily habit fold, 

The filken drugget ill can fence the cold; 

The frieze's ſpungy nap is ſoak'd with rain, 45 
And ſhow'rs ſoon drench the camlet's cockled grain. 
True“ Witney broad-cloath with its ſhag unthorn, 
Unpierc'd is in the laſting tempeſt worn: 

Be this the horſeman's ſence; for who would wear 
Amid the town the ſpoils of Ruſſia's bear ? 50 


* A town in Oxfordſhire, 
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Within the Roquelaure's claſp thy hands are pent, 
Hands, that ſtretch'd forth invading harms prevent. 
Let the loop'd Bavaroy the fop embrace, 

Or his deep cloak beſpatter'd o'er with lace. 

That garment beſt the winter's rage defends, 59 


E | Whoſe ample form without one plait depends; 
J By + various names in various counties known, 


Yet held in all the true Surtout alone; 
Be thine of Kerſey firm, though ſmall the coſt, 
Then brave unwet the rain, unchill'd the froſt. 60 


If the ſtrong cane ſupport thy walking hand, 
Chairmen no longer ſhall the wall command: 
Ev'n ſturdy carmen ſhall thy nod obey, 
And rattling coaches ſtop to make thee way: 
This ſhall direct thy cautious tread aright, 65 
Though not one glaring lamp enliven night. 
Let beaus their canes with amber tipt produce, 
Be theirs for empty ſhow, but thine for uſe. 
In gilded chariots while they loll at caſe, 
And lazily infure a life's diſeaſe; 70 
While ſofter chairs the tawdry load convey 
To court, to White's 4, aſſemblies, or the play; 
Roſy-complexion'd health thy ſteps attends, 
And exerciſe thy laſting youth defends. 
Imprudent men Heaven's choiceſt gifts profane. 95 
Thus ſome beneath their arm ſupport the cane: 
The dirty point oft checks the careleſs pace, 
And miry ſpots thy clean cravat diſgrace : 
O! may | never ſuch misfortune meet, | 
May no ſuch vicious walkers croud the ſtreet, 80 


+ A joſeph, wrap - raſcal, Ge. 
.4 White's chocolatchouſe in St James's Street. 
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May Providence o'erſhade me with her wings, 
While the bold Muſe experienc'd dangers ſings. 


Not that I wander from my native home, 

And (tempting perils) foreign cities roam. 

Let Paris be the theme of Gallia's mute, 83 
Where flav'ry treads the ſtreet in woodens ſhoes; 
Nor do I rove in Belgia's frozen clime, 

And teach the clumſy boor to ſkate in rhyme, 
Where, if the warmer clouds in rain deſcend, 

No miry ways induſtrious ſteps offend, 99 
The ruthing flood from ſloping pavements pours, 
Aud blackens the canals with dirty ſhow'rs. 
Let others Naples' ſmoother ſtreets rehearſe, 

And with proud Roman ſtruCtures grace their verſe, 
Where frequent murders wake the night with groans, 
And blood in purple torrents dyes the ſtones; 96 
Nor ſhall the muſe thro' narrow Venice ſtray, 
Where Gondolas their painted oars diſplay. 

O happy ſtreets, to rumbling wheels unknown, 

No carts, no coaches ſhake the floating town! x06 
Thus was of old Britannia's city bleſs'd, 

Ere pride and luxury her ſons poſleſs'd : 

Coaches and chariots yet unfaſhion'd lay, 

Nor late invented chairs perplex'd the way : 

Then the proud lady trip'd along the town, 103 
And tuck'd up petticoats ſecur'd her gown, 

Her roſy cheek with diſtant viſits glow'd, 

And exerciſe unartful charms beſtow'd: 

But fince in braided gold her foot is bound, 
And a long trailing mantua ſweeps the ground, 110 
Her ſhoe diſdains the ſtreet; the lazy fair 
With narrow ſtep aſſects a limping air, 
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Now gaudy pride corrupts the laviſh age, 
And the ſtreets flame with glaring equipage ; 
The tricking gameſter inſolently rides, 113 
With Loves and Graces on his chariot ſides; 

In ſaucy ſtate the griping broker ſits, 

And laughs at honeſty, and trudging wits: 

For you, O honeſt men, theſe uſeful lays 


The muſe prepares; I ſeck no other praiſe. 120 


When ſleep is firſt diſturb'd by morning eries ; 
From ſure prognoſtics learn to know the ſkies, 
Leſt you of rheums and coughs at night complain; 
Surpris'd in dreary fogs, or driving rain. 
When ſuffocating miſts obſcure the morn, 125 
, Let thy worſt wig, long us'd to ſtorms, be worn; 
This knows the powder'd footman, and with care, 
Bencath his flapping hat ſecures his hair. 
Be thou, for every ſeaſon, juſtly dreſt, 
Nor brave the picrcing froſt with open breaſt; 130 
And when the burſting clouds a deluge pour, 
Let thy ſurtout defend the drenching ſhow'r. 


'The changing weather certain ſigns reveal, 
Fre winter ſheds her ſnow, or froſts congeal. 
You'll ſee the coals in brighter flame aſpire, 135 
And ſulphur tinge with blue the riſing fire : 
Your tender ſhins the ſcorching heat decline, 
And at the dearth of coals the poor repine ; 
Before her kitchen hearth, the nodding dame 
In flannel mantle wrapt, enjoys the flame ; 140 
Hoy'ring, upon her feeble knees ſhe bends, 
And all around the grateful warmth aſcends, 


Nor do leſs certain ſigns the town adviſe, 
$f milder weather, and ſerener Kies. 
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The ladies gaily dreſs'd, the Mall adorn 145 
With various dyes, and paint the ſunny morn: 

The wanton fawns with friſking pleaſure range, 
And chirping ſparrows greet the welcome change : 
Not that their minds with greater {kill are fraught, 
Endu'd by inſtinct, or by reaſon taught, 150 
The ſeaſons operate on ev'ry breaſt; 

*Tis hence that fawas are briſk, and ladies dreſs'd. 
When on his box the nodding coachman ſnores, 
And dreams of fancy'd fares; when tavern-doors 
The chairmen idly croud; then ne'er refuſe 153 
Jo truſt thy buſy ſteps in thianer ſhoes, 


But when the ſwinging ſigns your ears offend 
With creaking noiſe, then rainy floods impend; 
Soon ſhall the kennels ſwell with rapid ſtreams, 
And ruſh in muddy torrents to the Thames. 166 
The bookicller, whoſe ſhop's an open ſquare, 
Foreſees the tempeſt, and with carly care 
Of learning ſtrips the rails ; the rowing crew: 

To tempt a fare, cloath all their tilts in blue: 

On hoſiers poles depending ſtockings ty'd, 16g 
Flag with the ſlacken'd gale, from ſide to ſide; 
Church- monuments foretell the changing air; 

Then Niobe diſſolves into a tear, 


And ſweats with ſecret grief: you'll hear the ſounds 


Of whiſtling winds, ere kennels break their bounds; 
Ungrateful odours common-ſhores diffuſe, I7L 
And dropping vaults diſtil unwholeſome dews, 

Ere the tiles rattle with the ſmoaking thow's, 

And ſpouts on heedleſs men their torrents pour. 


® Haud equidem credo quia fit divinitus illis, 
Ingenium, aut rerum tato prudentia major. 


Vir. Georg. I, 
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All ſuperſtition from thy breaſt repel. 175 
Let cred'lous boys, and prattling nurſes tell, 
How, if the feſtival of Paul be clear, 
Plenty from lib'ral horn ſhall ſtrow the year; 
When the dark ſkies diſſolve in ſnow or rain, 
The lab'ring hind ſhall yoke the ſteer in vain; 80 
But if the threatning winds in tempeſts roar, 
Then war ſhall hathe her waſteful ſword in gore. 
How, if on Swithin's feaſt the welkin lours, 
And ev'ry penthouſe ſtreams with haſty ſhow'rs, 
Twice twenty days ſhall clouds their fleeces drain, 
And waſh the pavements with inceſſant rain. 186 
Let not ſuch vulgar tales debaſe thy mind; 
Nor Paul nor Swithin rule the clouds and wind. 


If you the precepts of the Muſe deſpiſe, 
And ſlight the faithful warning of the ſkies, 190 
Others you'll ſee, when all the town's afloat, 
Wrapt in th' embraces of a kerſey coat, 
Or double-bottom'd frieze; their guarded feet 
Defy the muddy dangers of the ſtreet, 


While you with hat unloop'd, the fury dread 195 


Of ſpouts high ſtreaming, and with cautious tread 
Shun ev'ry daſhing pool; or idly ſtop, 

To ſeck the kind protection of a ſhop. 

But bus'neſs ſummons; now with haſty ſcud 

You juſtle for the wall; the ſpatter'd mud 200 
Hides all thy hoſe behind; in vain you ſcow'r, 

Thy wig, alas! uncurl'd, admits the ſhow'r. 

So ficrce Alecto's ſnaky treſſes fell, 

When Orpheus charm'd the rig'rous powers of hell, 
Or thus hung Glaucus' beard, with briny dew 205 
Clotted and ſtrait, when firſt his am'rous view 
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Surpris'd the bathing fair ; the frighted maid 
Now ſtands a rock, transform'd by Circe's aid. 


Good houſewives all the winter's rage defpiſe, 
Defended by the riding-hood's diſguiſe: 110 
Or underneath th' umbrella's oily ſhed, 

Safe thro' the wet on clinking pattens tread. 

Let Perſian dames th' umbrella's ribs diſplay, 

To guard their beauties from the ſunny ray; 

Or ſweating flaves ſupport the ſhady load, 215 
When caſtern monarchs ſhow their ſtate abroad; 
Britain in winter -only knows its aid, 

To guard from chilly ſhow'rs the walking maid. 
But, O! forget not, Muſe, the Patten's praiſe, | 
That female implement ſhall grace thy lays; 220 
Say from what art divine th' invention came, 

And from its origin deduce its name, 
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Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny ſoil, 
A goodly yeoman liv'd grown white with toil ; 
One only daughter bleſs'd his nuptial bed, 22S 
Who from her infant hand the poultry fed : 
Martha (her careful mother's name) the bore, 
But now her careful mother was no more. 
Whilſt on her father's knee the damſel play'd, 
Patty he fondly call'd the ſmiling maid; 230 
As years encreas'd, her ruddy beauty grew, | 
And Patty's fame o'er all the village flew. 
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Soon as the grey-ey'd morning ſtreaks the ſkies, 
And in the doubtful day the woodcock flies, 
Her cleanly pail the pretty houſewife bears, 133 
And finging to the diſtant field repairs ; 
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And when the plains with ev'ning dews are ſpread, 
The milky burden ſmoaks upon her head, 
Deep, thro' a miry lane ſhe pick'd her way, 
Above her ankle roſe the chalky clay. 240 


Vulcan by chance the bloomy maiden ſpies, 
With innocence and beauty in her eyes: 
He ſaw, he lov'd; for yet he ne'cr had known 
Sweet mnocence and beauty meet in one. 
Ah, Mulciber! recal thy nuptial vows, 245 
Think on the graces of thy Paphian ſpouſe, 
Think how her eyes dart inexhauſted charms, 
And canſt thou leave her bed for Patty's arins ? 


The Lemnian pow'r forſakes the realms above, 
His boſom glowing with terreſtrial love: 250 
Far in the lane a lonely hut he found, 

No tenant ventur'd on th' unwholeſome ground, 
Here ſmoaks his forge, he bares his finewy arm, 
And early ſtrokes the ſounding anvil warm: 
Around his ſhop the iteely ſparkles flew, 255 
As for the fteed he ſhap'd the bending hoe. 


When blue-cy'd Patty near his window came, 
His anvil reſts, his forge forgets to flame. 
To hear his ſoot lring tales ſhe feigns delays ; 
What woman can reliſt the force of prailc ? 250 


At firſt ſhe coyly ev'ry kiſs withſtood, 
And all her cheek was fluſh'd with modeſt blood: 
With headleſs nails he now ſurrounds her ſhoes, 
To ſave her ſteps from rain and piercing dews; 
She !ix'd his foothing tales, his preſeats wore, 165 
And grai:ced kues, but woul?! grant no more, 
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188 Let winter chill'd her feet, with cold ſhe pines, 

| And on her check the fading roſe declines ; 

No more her humid eyes their luſtre boaſt, 

And in hoarſe ſounds her melting voice is loſt. 250 


| 
| 
[ This Vulcan ſaw, and in his heav'nly thought, 
|: A new machine mechanic fancy wrought, 
Above the mire her ſhelter'd ſteps to raiſe, 
And bear her ſafely through the wintry ways. 
Strait the new engine on his anvil glows, 173 
And the pale virgin on the patten roſe. 
No more her lungs are ſhook with dropping rheums, 
And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms. 
The God obtain'd his ſuit ; tho' flatt'ry fail, 
Preſents with female virtue muſt prevail. 280 
The patten now ſupports each frugal dame, 
Which from the blue-cy'd Patty takes the name. 
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Of walking the ſtreeis by day. 


HUS far the Muſe has trac'd in uſeful lays, 
The proper implements for wintry ways; 
Has taught the walker, with judicious eyes, 
To read the various warnings of the ſkies. 
Now venture, Muſe, from home to range the town, 5 
Aud for the public ſafety riſk thy own. 


For eaſe and for diſpatch, the morning's beſt ;. 
No tides of paſſengers the ſtreet moleſt. 
You'll fee a draggicd damſel here and there, 


From Billingſgate her fiſhy traſſic bear; 10 
On doors the ſallow milkmaid chalks her gains; 


Ah! how vnlike the milkmaid of the plains: 


Before proud gates attending aſles bray, 

Or arrogate with ſolemn pace the way; 

Theſe grave phyſicians with their milky chear, 15 
The love-ſick maid and dwindling beau repair ; 
Here rows of drummers ſtand in martial file, 

And with their vellum thunder ſhake the pile, 

To greet the new-made bride. Are ſounds like theſe 
The proper prelude to a ſtate of peace? 2.0 
L > 
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Now Induſtry awakes her buſy ſons, 
| Full charg'd with news the breathleſs hawker runs : , 
N Shops open, coaches roll, carts ſhake the ground, f 


[| And all the ſtreets with paſſing cries reſound, 


If cloath'd in black, you tread the buſy town, 25 
| | + Or if diſtinguith'd by the rev'rend gown, | 
1 Three trades avoid ; oft in the mingling preſs, 
| Thc barber's apron ſoils the ſable drets ; 
y Shun the perſumer's touch with cautious eye, 
T1 Nor tet the baker's ſtep advance too nigh : 30 
Ye walkers too that youthful colours wear, | 
Three ſullying trades avoid with equal care: 
0 Ti The little chmmey-ſweeper ſkulks along, | 
| | f 8 And marks with ſooty ſtains the beedleſs throng; 
1 | When ſmall-coal murmurs in the hoarſer throat, 3s | 
| | From tmutty dangers guard thy threaten'd coat: | 
nt The duſt-man's cart offends thy cloaths and eyes, p 
F| When through the ſtreet a cloud of aſhes flies 3 } 
But whether black or lighter dyes are worn, | 
TL handlers haſket. on his ſhoulder borne,' 40 
V/:ith- tallow fpots thy coat; reſign the way, 
1% ſtun the ſurly butcher's greaſy tray, 
Butchers, whoſe kands are dy'd with blood's foul ſtain, 
And always foremoſt in the hangman's train, 
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Let due civilities be ſtrictly paid, 45 
The wall ſurrender to the hooded maid ; 
Nor let thy ſturdy elbow's haſty rage 
Joſtle the feeble ſteps of trembling age: 
And when the porter bends beneath his load, 
And pants for breath, clear thou the crouded road. 50 
Rut, above all, the groping blind direct, 
Aud from the preificg throng the lame protect. 
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You'll ſometimes meet a ſop, of niceſt tread, 
Whoſe mantling peruke veils his empty head, 
At ev'ry ſtep he dreads the wall to loſe, 88. 
And riſks, to {ave a coach, bis red-heel'd ſhoes ; 
Him, like the miller, paſs with caution by, 
Leſt from his ſhoulder clouds of powder fly. 
But when the bully, with aſſuming pace, 
Cocks his broad hat, edg'd round with tarniſh'd lace, 
Yield not the way; defy his ſtrutting pride, 61 
And thruſt him to the muddy kennel's ſide; 
He never turns again, nor dares oppoſe, 
But mutters coward curſes as he goes. 


If drawn by buſineſs to a ſtreet unknown, 65 
Let the ſworn porter point thee through the town; 


he ſure obſerve the ſigns, for ſigns remain, 


Like ſaithful landmarks to the walking train. 

Seek not from 'prentices to learn the way, 
Thoſe fabling boys will turn thy ſteps aſtray; 70 
Aſk the grave tradeſman to direct chee right, 

He ne'er deceives, but when he profits by't. .. 


Where fam'd St Giles's ancient limits ſpread, ' 
An inrail'd column rears its lofty head, 
Here to ſdv'n ſtreets ſev'n dials count the day, 75 
And from each other catch the circling ray. 
Here oft the peaſant, with enquiriug face, 
Bewilder'd, trudges on from place to place; 
He dwells om ev'ry ſign with ſtupid gaze, 
Enters the narrow alley's doubtiul maze, 80 
Fries ev'ry winding court and {trcet in vain, 
And doubles v'er his weary ſteps again. 
Thus hardy Theſcus with intrepid feet, 
Pravers'd the dang'rous labyriuth of Crete: 
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But ſtill the wand'ring paſſes forc'd his ſtay, 8s 
Till Ariadne's clue unwinds the way. 

But do not thon, hke that bold chief, confide 

Thy ventrous footſteps to a female guide; 

She'll lead thee with deluſive ſmiles along, 

Dive in thy fob, and drop thee in the throng. go 


When waggih boys the ſtunted beeſom ply 
To rid the flabby pavement, paſs not by 
Erc thou haſt held their hands; ſome heedleſs flirt 
Will over-ſpread thy calves with ſpatt'ring dirt. 
Where porters hogſheads roll from carts aflope,. gs. 
Or brewers down ſteep eellars ſtretch the rope, 
Where counted billets are by carmen toſt, 
Stay thy rafh ſtep, and walk without the poſt. 


What though the gath'ring mire thy feet beſmear, 
The voice of induſtry is always near. 109 
Hark ! the boy calls thee to his deſtin'd ſtand, 

And the ſhoe ſhines beneath his oily hand. 

Here let the Muſe, fatigu'd amid the throng, 

.dorn her precepts with digreſſive ſong; 

Of (arrtlets vouths the ſecret rife to trace, 105 
And ſhew the parent of the ſable race. 


Like mortal man, great Jove (grown fond of change) 
Of old was wont this nether world to range 
To ſeck amours ; the vice the monarch lov'd 
600n through the wide etherial court improv'd, 110 
And ev'n the proudeſt Geddeſs now and then | 
Would lodge a night among the ſons of men; 
o vulgar deities deſcends the faſhion, 
Each, ike her betters, had ber eartl;ly paſſion, 
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Then “ Cloacina (goddeſs of the tide 115 
Whoſe ſable ſtreams beneath the city glide) 
Indulg'd the modiſh flame; the town ſhe rov'd. 

A mortal ſcavenger ſhe ſaw, ſhe lov'd; 

The muddy ſpots that dry'd upon his face, 

Like female patches, heighten'd ev'ry grace: 120 
She gaz'd ; the figh'd. For love can beauties ſpy 
In what ſeems faults to every common eye. 


Now had the watchman walk'd his ſecond round; 
When Cloacina hears the rumbling found 
Of her brown lover's cart, for well ſhe knows 125 
That pleaſing thunder: ſwift the goddeſs roſe, 
And through the ſtreets purtu'd the diſtant noiſe, 
Her boſom panting with expected joys. 
With the night-wand'ring harlot's airs ſhe paſt, 
Bruſh'd near his fide, and wanton glances caſt; 130 
In the black form of cinder-wench the came, 
When love, the hour, the place had banith'd ſhame; 
To the dark alley arm in arm they move ; 
O may no link-boy interrupt their love! 


When the pale moon had nine times fill'd her ſpace, 
The preggant Goddeſs (cautious of diſgrace) 136 
Dcſcends to earth; but ſought no midwite's aid, 
Nor midſt her anguiſh to Lucina pray'd; 

No cheartul goihp with'd the mother joy, 
Alone, beneath a bulk the dropt the boy. 140 


* Cloacina was a goddeſs whole image Tatius (a king of 
the Sabines) found in the common ſhure, and not knowing 
what goddeſs it was, he called it Cloacina from the place 
in which it was found, and paid to it divine honor. 
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The child through various riſques in years improv'd, | 


At firſt a beggar's brat, compaſſion mov'd ; 
His infant tongue ſoon learnt the canting art, 


Knew all the pray'rs and whines to touch the heart. 


Oh happy unown'd youths, your limbs can bear 143 E 


The ſcorching dog-ſtar, and the winter's air, 
While the rich infant, nurs'd with care and pain, 
Thirſts with each heat, and coughs with ev'ry rain! 


The Goddeſs long had mark'd the child's diſtreſs, 


And long had ſought his ſuff rings to redreſs; 130 L 


She prays the Gods to take the fondling's s part, 
To teach his hands ſome beneficial art 

Practis'd in ſtreets : the Gods her ſuit allow'd, 
And made him uſeful to the walking croud, 

To cleanſe the miry feet, and o'er the ſhoe 155 
With nimble ſkill the gloſſy black renew. 

Each power contributes to relieve the poor: 

With the ſtrong briſtles of the mighty boar 

Diana forms his bruſh; the god of day 

A tripod gives, amid the crowded way 169 
To raiſe the dirty foot, and eaſe his toil; 

Kind Neptune fills his vaſe with fetid oily 

Preſt from th' enormous whale; the god of fire, 
From whoſe dominions ſmoaky clouds aſpire, 
Among theſe generous preſents joins his part, 165 
And aids with ſoot the new japanning art. 

Pleas'd the receives the gifts; ſhe downward glides, 
Lights in Fleet-ditch, and ſhoots beneath the tides, 


Now dawns the-morn, the ſturdy lad awakes, 
J. caps from his ſtall, his tangled hair he ſhakes, 1 
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Then leaning o'er the rails, he muſing ſtood, 

And view'd below the black canal of mud, 

Where common ſhores a ſullen murmur keep, 
Whoſe torrents ruſh from Holborn's fatal ſtcep: 
Penſve through idleneſs, tears flow'd apace, 175 
Which eas'd his loaded heart, and waſh'd his face; 
At length he ſighing cry'd, That boy was bleſt, 
Whoſe infant lips have drain'd a mother's breaſt ; 
But happier far are thoſe, (if ſuch be known) 
Whom both a father and a mother own ; 130 
But I, alas! hard fortunc's utmoſt ſcorn, 

Who ne'er knew parent, was an orphan born ! 
Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants, 
Belov'd by uncles, and kind good old aunts; 

When time comes round, a Chriſtmas-box they bear, 
And one day makes them rich for all the year, 186 
Had I the precepts of a father learn'd, 

Perhaps I then the coachman's fare had earn d, 

For lefler boys can drive; I thirſty ſtand, 

And fee the double flaggon charge their hand, 190 
See them puff off the froth, and gulp amain, 

While with dry tongue I lick my lips in vain. 


While thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide, 
In widen'd circles beats on either fide; 

The Goddeſs roſe amid the inmoſt round, 195 
With wither'd turnip-tops her temples crown'd; 
Low reach'd ber dripping treſſes, lank, and black 


As the imooth jet, or gloſſy raven's back; 


Around her waſte a circling cel was twin'd, 

Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind. 200 
Now beck'ning to the boy, the thus begun, 

Thy prayers are granted; weep no mare, my ſon: 
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Go thrive. At ſome frequented corner ſtand, 
This bruſh I give thee, graſp it in thy hand, ; 
Temper the ſoot within this vaſe of oil, 205 | 
And let the little tripod aid the toil ; 

On this methinks I ſee the walking crew 

At thy requeſt ſupport the miry ſhoe, 

The foot grows black that was with dirt imbrown'd, 
And iu thy pocket gingling halfpence found. 210 
The Goddeſs plunges ſwift beneath the flood, 

And daſhes all around her thow'rs of mud: 

The youth ſtrait choſe his poſt; the labour ply'd 
Where branching ſtreets from Charing-croſs divide; | 
Nis treble voice reſounds along the Meuſe, 215 
Aud White-hall echoes Clean your Honour's ſhoes, | 


Like the Greet ballad, this amuſing lay 
Tow long detains the walker on his way; 
While he attends, new dangers round him throng 
The buſy city aks inſtructive ſung. 230 


Where elevated o'er the gaping croud, 

10596 in the board the perjur'd head is bow'd, 
Betimcs retreat; here, thick as hailſtones pour, 
Turnips, and half harch'd eggs, (a mingled ſhow'r) 
Among the rablile raia : Some random throw 213 
May with the trickliny yolk thy check o'erflow. 
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Though expedition bids, yet never ſtray 
Where no rang'd poſts defend the rugged way. 
Here laden carts with thundring waggons meet, 
Wheels claſh with wheels, and bar the narrow ſtreet 


The laſhing whip rcfounds, the horſes ſtrain, a3r 


And blood iu avguilh buſts the ſwelling vein, 
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0 barb'rous men, your cruel breaſts aſſwage, 

Why vent ye on the gen'rous ſteed your rage? 

Does not his ſervice earn your daily bread? 235 


Your wives, ycur children, by his labours fed! 

If, as the Samian taught, the ſoul revives, 

Aud, ſhifting ſeats, in-other bodies lives, 

Severe ſhall be the brutal coachman's change, 
Doom'd in a hackney horſe the town to range: 240 
Carmen, transform'd, the groaning load ſhall draw, 
Whom other tyrants with the laſh ſhall awe. 


Who would of Watling-ſtreet the dangers ſhare, 
When the broad pavement of Cheapſide is near? 
Or who * that rugged ſtreet would traverſe o'er, 245 
That ſtretches, O Fleet-ditch, from thy black ſhore 
To the Tower's moated walls? Here ſteams afcend 
That, in mix'd fumes, the wrinkled noſe offend, 
Where chandlers cauldrons boil; where fiſhy prey 
Hide the wet ſtall, long abſent from the ſea; 250 
And where the clcaver chops the heifer's ſpoil, 

And where huge hogſheads ſweat with trainy oil, 
Thy breathing noſtril hold: but how ſhall I 
Paſs, where in piles 4 Cornavian cheeſes lye? 
Cheeſe, that the table's cloſing rites denies, 
And bids me with th' unwilling chaplain rife. 


253 


O bear me to the paths of fair Pell-mell, 
Safe are thy pavements, grateful is thy ſmell! 
At diſtance rolls along the gilded coach, 

Nor ſturdy carmen on thy walks encroach ; 
No lets would bar thy ways were chairs deny'd, 
The ſoft ſupports of lazineſs and pride; 


269 


+ Cheſhire anciently ſo called 


Tuames-Areet. 
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Shops breathe perfumes, thro' ſaſhes ribbons glow, 
The mutual arms of ladies, and the beau. 

Yet ſtill even here, when rains the paſſage hide, 265 
Oft the looſe ſtone ſpirts up a muddy tide 

Beneath thy careleſs foot; and from on high, 
Where maſons mount the ladder, fragments fly; 
Mortar, and crumbled lime in ſhow'rs deſcend, 
And o'er thy head deſtructive tiles impend. 270 


But ſometimes let me leave the noiſy roads, 
And filent wander in the cloſe abodes 
Where wheels nc'er ſhake the ground; there penſtve 

ſtray, ATE 5 

In ſtudious thought, the long uncrouded way. 
Here I remark cach walker's diff'rent face, 275 
And in their look their various bus'neſs trace. 
The broker here his ſpacious beaver wears, 
Upon his brow fit jealouſies and cares; : 
Bent on ſome mortgage (to avoid reproach) 
He ſceks bye-ſtrects, and faves th' expenſive coach. 
Soft, at low doors, old letchers tap their cane, 188 
For fair recluſe, who travels Drury-lane ; | 
Here roams uncomb'd the laviſh rake, to ſhun 
His Fleec-[treet draper's everlaſting dun. 


Careful obſervers, ſtudious of the town, 185 
Shun the misfortunes that diigrace the clown; 
Untempted, they contemn the jugler's teats, 

Paſs by the Meuſe, nor ry the * thimble's cheats. 
When drays bouud high, they never crois behind, 
Where bubbling yeſt is blown by guſts ol wind: 290 


* A cheat commonly practis'd in the ſtreets with three 
chimbies aud a little ball, 
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And when up Ludgate-hill huge carts move ſlow, 
Far from the ſtraining ſteeds ſecurely go, 

Whoſe daſhing hoofs behind them fling the mire, 
And mark with muddy blots the gazing ſquire. 
The Parthian thus his jav'lin backward throws, 295 
And as he flies infeſts purſuing foes. 


The thoughleſs wits ſhall frequent forfeits pay, 
Who 'gainſt the fentry's box diſcharge their tea. 
Do thou ſome court, or ſecret corner ſeek, 
Nor fluſh with ſhame the paſſing virgin's cheek, 300 


| Vet let me not deſcend to trivial ſong, 
Nor vulgar circumflance my verſe prolong ; 
Why ſhould I teach the mard when torrents pour, 
| Her head to thelter from the ſudden ſhower ? 
\ x Nature will beſt her ready hand inform, 30g 
With her ſpread petticoat to fence the ſtorm. 
ien Does not each walker know the warning ſign, 
When wiſps of ſtraw depend upon the twine 
Croſs the cloſe ſtreet ; that then the paver's art 
Renews the ways, deny'd to coach and cart? 310 
Who knows not that the coachman laſhing by, 
Oft with his flouriſh cuts the heedleſs eye; 
And when he takes his ſtand, to wait a fare, 
His horſes forcheads ſhun the winter's air ? 
j Nor will I roam, when ſummer's ſultry rays 315 
3 | Parch the dry ground, and ſpread with duſt the ways; 
d, $ With whirling guſts the rapid atoms riſe, 
 Smoak o'er the pavement, and involve the ſkies. 


Winter my theme confines; whoſe nitry wind 
Shall cruſt the ſlabby mire, and kennels bind; 320 
Vol. I. M 
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she bids the ſnow deſcend in flaky ſheets, 

Ant in her hoary mantle cloath the ſtreets. 

Jet not the virgin tread theſe flippery roads. 

Ihe gathering fleece the hollow patten loads; 

But if thy foorſtep flides with clotted froſt, 325 
Strike ofl the breaking balls againſt the poſt. 

On ſilent wheel the patling coaches roll; 

Oft look behind, and ward the threatning pole. 

In harden'd orbs the ſchool-boy moulds the ſnow, 
To mark the coachman with a dextrous throw. 330 
Why do ye, boys, the kennel's ſurface ſpread, 

Jo tempt with faithle(s paſs the matron's tread ? 
How can you laugh to ſee the damſel ſpurn, 

Sink in your frauds, and her green ſtockings mourn ? 
At White's the harneſs'd chairman idly ſtands, 335 
And ſwings around his waiſt his tingling hands: 
The ſempſtreſs ſpeeds to Change with red-tipt noſe ; 
The Belgian ſtove beneath her footſtool glows ; 

In half whipt muſlin needles uſcleſs ly, 

And thuttle-cocks acroſs the counter fly. 349 
Theſe ſports warm harmleſs ; why then will ye prove, 
Pcluded maids, the dang'rous flame of love? 


Where Covent-Garden's famous temple ſtands, 
That boaſts the work of Jones' immortal hands; 
Columns with plain magnificence appear, 345 
And graceful porches lead along the ſquare : 

Here oft my courle I bend, when lo! from far, 

I ſpy the furies of the football war : 

he *prentice quits his ſhop, to join the crew, 
Encrealing crouds the flying game purſue. 350 
Thus, as you roll the ball o'cr ſnowy ground, 

Ihe gath'ring globe augments with cv'ry round. 
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But whither ſhall I run ? the throng draws nigh, 
"The ball now ſkims the ſtreet, now ſoars on high; 
The dext'rous glazier ſtrong returns the bound, 355 
And gingling ſaſlies on the penthouſe ſound. 


O roving Muſe, recal that wond'rous year, 
When winter reign'd in bleak Britannia's air ; 
When hoary 'Fhames, with froſted oziers crown'd, 


Was three long moons in icy fetters bound. 36» 


The waterman, forlorn along the ſhore, 

Penſive reclines upon his uſeleſs oar, 

Sces harneſy'd ſteeds deſert the ſtony town; 

And wander roads unſtable not their own : 

Wheels o'er the harden'd waters ſmoothly plide, 
And raſe with whiten'd tracks the ſlipp'ry tide. 366 
Here the fat cook piles high the blazing fire, 

And ſcarce the ſpit can turn the ſteer entire. 

Booths ſudden hide the Thames, long ſtreets appear, 
And num'rous games proclaim the crouded fair. 370 
So when a general bids the martial train 

Spread their encampment o'er the ſpacious plain ; 
Thick rifing tents a canvas city build, 

And the loud dice reſound through all the field. 


'Twas here the matron found a doleful fate: 373 
Let clegiac lay the woe relate, | 
Soft as the breath of diſtant flutes, at hours 
When filent evening cloſes up the flowers ; 
Lulling as falling water's hollow noiſe ; 
Indulging grief, like Philomela's voice. 380 


Doll every day had walk'd theſe treach'rous roads; 
Her neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loads 
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Mis yet warm tongue for his loſt conſort cry'd ; 


Learn hence the periods of the week to name, 
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Of various fruit; ſhe now a baſket bore, 
That head, alas! ſhall baſket bear no more. A 
Each booth ſhe frequent paſt, in queſt of gain, 355 | 
And boys with pleaſure heard her ſhrilling ſtrain. 7 
Ah Doll! all mortals muſt reſign their breath, I 
And induftry itſelf fubmit to death ! 

Ihe cracking cryſtal yields, ſhe ſinks, ſhe dies, ; 
Her head chopt off, from her loſt ſhoulder flies; 390 
Yippins ſhe cry'd, but death her voice confounds, 3 
And pip-pip-pip along the ice reſounds. 


So when the Thracian furies Orpheus tore, 
And left his bleeding trunk deform'd with gore, 3 
Mis ſever'd head floats down the ſilver tide, 394 


Hurydice with quiv'ring voice he mourn'd, 
And Heber's banks Eurydice return'd. 


But now the weſtern gale the flood unbinds, | 
And black'ning clouds move on with warmer winds, * 
The wooden town its frail foundation leaves, 401 
And Thames' full urn rolls down his plenteous 

waves; 
From ev'ry penthouſe ſtreams the fleeting ſnow, 
And with diſſolving froſt the pavements flow. 


Experienc'd men, inur'd to city ways, 403 
Need not the calendar to count their days. 
When through the town with ſlow and ſolemn air, 
Led by the noſtril, walks the muzzled bear ; : 
Behind him moves majeſtically dull, * 
The pride of Hocklcy-hole, the ſurly bull; 210 


Mondays and Thurſdays are the days of game. 


When fiſhy ſtalls with double ſtore are laid; 
The golden-belly'd carp, the broad-finn'd maid, 
Red-ſpeckled trouts, the ſalmon's ſilver jowl, 413 
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tain: The jointed lobſter, and unſcaly ſoale, 
h And luſcious 'ſcallops to allure the taſtes 
15 Of rigid zealots to delicious faſts; 
es, Wedneſdays and Fridays Jen lt obſerve from hence, 
es; 496 2 Days, when our fires were doom'd to abſtinence. 420 
—_ When dirty waters from balconies drop, 
And dext'rous damſels twirl the ſprinkling mop, 
And cleanſe the ſpatter'd ſaſh, and ſcrub the ſtairs ; 
4 Know Saturday's concluſive morn appears. 
1 ** Succeſhve cries the ſeaſon's change declare, 425 
= And mark the monthly progreſs of the year. 
Hark, how the ſtreets with treble voices ring, 
To ſell the bounteous product of the ſpring ! 
* BSweet-ſmelling flow'rs, and elder's early bud, 
wind R 1 With nettle's tender ſhoots, to cleanſe the blood : 
Fe 4 And when June's thunder cools the ſultry ſkies, 43x 
teous £ Ev'n Sundays are prophan'd by mackrel cries, 
„ 3 Walnuts the fruit'rer's hand in autumn ſtain, 
; Blue plums and juicy pears augment his gain; 
Next oranges the longing boys entice, 435 
403 To truſt their copper fortunes to the dice. _ 
air, When roſemary, and bays, the Poet's crown, 


Are bawl'd, in frequent cries, through all the town, 
7 Then judge the feſtival of Chriſtmas near, 
210 Chriſtmas, the joyous period of the year. 440 
3 Now with bright holly all your temples ſtrow, 
With laurel green, and ſacred miſletoe, 
| | M 3 
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Now, heav'n-born Charity, thy bleflings ſhed ; 
Bid meagre want uprear her ſickly head: ? 
Bid ſhiv'ring limbs be warm; let plenty's bowl 444 C 
In humble roofs make glad the needy ſoul. | 
Sce, ſce, the heaven-born maid her bleſſings ſhed 3 
J.o! meagre Want uprears her ſickly head; 
Cloath'd are the naked, and the needy glad, 

While ſcl6lh Avarice alone is ſad. 450 


Proud coaches paſs, regardleſs of the moan 
Of infant orphans, and the widow's groan; 
While charity ſtill moves the walker's mind, 
Nis liberal purſe relieves the lame and blind. 
Judiciouſly thy half-pence are beſtow'd, 415 
Where the laborious beggar ſweeps the road. 
Whatc'er you give, give ever at demand, 
Nor let old age long ſtretch his palſy'd hand. 
Thoſe who give late, are importun'd each day, 
And ſtill are teaz'd, becauſe they (till delay, 466 
If Cer the miſer durſt his farthings ſpare, 
He thinly ſpreads them through the public ſquare, 
Where, all beſides the rail, rang'd beggars ly, 
And from each other catch the doleful cry ; 
With Heav'n, for twopence, cheaply wipes his ſcore, 
Lifts up his eycs, and haſtes to beggar more, 466 


Where the braſs knocker, wrapt in flannel band, 
Forbids the thunder of the footman's hand; 

'I'h' upholder, rucful harbinger of death, 

Waits with impatience for the dying breath; 478 
As vulturcs o'er a camp, with hov'ring flight, 

Snuff up the future carnage of the fight, 

Here canſt thou paſs, unmindful of a pray'r, 

That Heav'n in mercy may thy brother ſpare 


455 
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Come, F ſincere, experienc'd friend, 373 
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ev'n thy fees ſuſpend ; 


a | Come let us leave the Temple's ſilent walls, 
Me bus'neſs to my diſtant lodging calls: 


Thro' the long Strand together let us ſtray: 480 
With thee converſing I forget the way. 

Bchold that narrow ſtreet which ſteep deſcends, 
Whoſe building to the ſlimy ſhore extends; 


ere Arundel's fair ſtructure rear'd its frame, 


The ſtreet alone retains an empty name: a3g 
Where Titian's glowing paint the canvas warm'd, 
And Raphael's fair deſign, with judgment, charm'd, 
Now hangs the bellman's ſong, and paſted here 
The colour'd prints of Overton appear., 

Where ſtatues breath'd the work of Phidias' hands, 
A wooden pump, or lonely watch-houſe ſtands. 49x 
There Eſſex' ſtately pile adorn'd the ſhore, 

There Cecil's, Bedſord's, Villiers', now no more. 
Yet Burlington's fair palace ſtill remains; 

Beauty within, without proportion reigns. 493 
Bencath his eye declining art revives, 

The wall with animated picture lives; 

There Handel ſtrikes the ſtrings, the melting ſtrain 
Tranſports the ſoul, and thrills thro' ev'ry vein ; 
There oft 1 enter, (but with cleaner ſhoes) 300 
For Burlingron's belov'd by cv'ry muſe. 


O ye aſſociate walkers, O my friends, 
Upon your ſtate what happineſs attends! 
What though no coach to frequent viſit rolls, 
Nor for your ſhilling chairmen ſling the poles; $og 
Yet ſtill your nerves rheumatic pains defy, 
Nor lazy jaundice dulls your ſaſſron cyc ; 
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No waſting cough diſcharges ſounds of death, 
Nor wheezing aſthma heaves in vain for breath; 1 


Nor from your reſtleſs couch is heard the groan ny 1 
Of burning gout, or ſedentary ſtone. 
Let others in the jolting coach confide, — 11 
Or in the leaky boat the Thames divide; 

Or, box'd within the chair, contemn the ſtreet, 
And truſt their ſafety to another's feet; 513 2 
Still let me walk; for oft the ſudden gale 1 
Ruffles the tide, and ſhifts the dang' rous fail. 
Then ſhall the paſſenger too late deplore, 
The whelming billow, and the faithleſs oar; 3 
The drunken chairman in the kennel ſpurns, 3320 
The glaſſes chatters, and his charge o' erturns. I 
Who can recount the coach's various harms, 
The legs disjointed, and the broken arms? 


I've ſeen a beau, in ſome ill-fated hour, 1 

When o'er the ſtones choak'd kennels ſwell the 
ſhow'r, 1 

In gilded chariot loll ; he with diſdain 16 I 
Views ſpattcr'd Falken all drench'd in rain; | | 
With mud fill'd high, the rumbling cart draws near, 
Now rule thy prancing ſteeds, lac'd charioteer; A 
The duſtman laſhes on with ſpiteful rage, 330 B 
His ponderous ſpokes thy painted wheel engage, | 
Cruſh'd is thy pride, down falls the ſhricking beau, 1 
The ſlabby pavement eryſtal fragments ſtrow, 1 
Black floods of mire th' embroider'd coat diſgrace, 
And mud enwraps the honours of his face. 534 
$0 when dread Jove the ſon of Phabus hurl'd, 
Scar'd with dark thunder, to the nether world; 
The headſtrong courſers tore the ſilver reins, 
And the ſun's beamy ruin gilds the plains, 
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If the pale walker pant with weak'ning ills, $40 
His ſickly hand is ſtor'd with friendly bills: 
From hence he learns the ſeventh-born doctor's 
fame, 
From hence he learns the cheapeſt tailor's name. 


Shall the large mutton ſmoak upon your boards ? 
Such, Newgate's copious market beſt affords. 545 
Would'ſt thou with mighty beef augment thy meal? 
Seek Leaden-hall; St James's ſends thee veal ; 
'Phames-ſtreet gives cheeſes; Covent-garden fruits; 
Moor-fields old books; and Monmouth-ſtreet old 

ſuits. 
Hence may'ſt thou well fupply the wants of life, 358 
Support thy ſamily, and cloath thy wife. 


Volumes on ſhelter'd ſtalls expanded lie, 


And varions ſcience lures the learned eye; 


The bending ſhelves with pond'rous ſcholiaſts groang 
And deep divines to modern ſhops unknown: $$$ 
Here, like the bee, that on induſtrious wing 
Collects the various odours of the ſpring, 

Walkers, at leiſure, learning's flow'rs may ſpoil, 


Nor watch the waſting of the midnight oil, 


May morals ſnatch from Plutarch's tatter'd page, 56g 
A mildew'd Bacon, or Stagyra's ſage. 

Here ſauntering prentices o'er Otway weep, 

O' er Congreve ſmile, or over D * * ſleep; 

Pleas'd ſempſtreſſes the Lock's fam'd Rape unfold, 


And * Squirts rcad Garth, 'till apozems grow 


cold. | 565 


* The name of an apothecary! s boy, in the poem of the 
Qiſpenſar Y. ; 
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O Lintot, let my labours obvious lie, 
Rang'd on thy ſtall, for cv'ry curious eye; 
8o thall the poor theſe precepts gratis know, 
And to my verſe their future ſafctics owe. 


What walker ſhall his mean ambition fix 970 
On the falſe luſtre of a coach and fix ? 

Let the vain virgin, lur'd by glaring ſhow, 
Sigh for the liv'ries of th' embroider'd beau. 


8ce yon bright chariot on its braces ſwing, 
With Flanders mares, and on an arched ſpring. 873 
That wretch to gain an cquipage and place, 
Retray'd his fiſter to a lewd embrace. 
This coach that with the blazon'd 'ſcutcheon glows 
Vain of his unknown race, the coxcomb ſhows. 
Here the brib'd lawyer, ſunk in velvet, ſleeps; 580 
The ſtarving orphan, as he paſſes, weeps; 
There flames a fool, begirt with tinſel'd ſlaves, 
Who waſtes the wealth of a whole race of knaves. 
That other, with a cluſt'ring train behind, 
Owes his new honours to a ſordid mind. 585 
This next in court fidelity excells, 
The public rifles, and his country ſells. 
May the proud chariot never be my fate, 
If purchas'd at ſo mean, ſo dear a rate; 
Or rather give me ſweet content on foot, $90 
Wrapt in my virtue, and a good Surtout ! 
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4 Of walking the flreets by night. 
. 573 . TRIVIA, goddeſs, leave theſe low abodes, 
Y And traverſe o'er the wide ctherial roads, 
X Celeſtial queen, put on thy robes of light, 
lows 3 Now Cynthia nam'd, fair regent of the night. 
At light of thee the villain ſheaths his ſword, 8 
580 1 Nor ſcales the wall to ſteal the wealthy hoard. 
0 may thy ſilver lamp, from heav'n's high bow'r, 
Direct my footſteps iu the midnight hour! 
& | 
4 When Night firſt bids the twinkling ſtars ap- 
3833 pcar, 8 10 
Or with her cloudy veſt inwraps the air, | 
1 Then ſwarms the buſy ſtreet; with caution tread, 
Where the ſhop windows falling threat thy head; 
Now lab'rers home return, and join their ſtrength 
590 To bear the tott'ring plank, or ladder's length; 


Still fix thy cyes intent upon the throng, 15 
And as the paſſes open, wind along. 


Where the fair columns of St Clement ſtand, 
Whoſe ſtraiten'd bounds encroach upon the Strand; 
Where the low penthouſe bows the walker's hend, 
And the rough. pavement wounds the yielding 
tread ; „„ 


| And with the twining laſh their ſhins reſound : 
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Where not a poſt protects the narrow ſpace, 4 
And, ſtrung in twines, combs dangle in thy face; 
Summon at once thy courage, rouſe thy care, of 
Stand firm, look back, be reſolute, beware. 3 
Forth iſſuing from ſteep lanes, the colliers ſteeds 25 
Drag the black load ; another cart ſucceeds, 3 
Team follows team, crouds heap'd on crouds appear, 
S 
And wait impatient till the road grow clear. 3 
Now all the pavement ſounds with trampling feet, l 
And the mixt hurry barricades the ſtreet. 30 
Entangl'd here, the waggon's lengthen'd team 5 
Cracks the tough harneſs; here a pond'rous beam 
Lies overturn'd athwart ; for ſlaughter fed 
Here lowing bullocks raiſe their horned head. 1 
Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jar, 33 
And the ſmart blow provokes the ſturdy war; l 
From the high box they whirl the thong around, 


And the blood guſhes down their painful eye. 40 | 
And now on foot the frowning warriors light, : 
And with their pond'rous fiſts renew the fight ; 
Blow anſwers blow, their cheeks are ſmear'd with 

blood, þ 
Till down they fall, and grappling roll in mud. 3 
So when two boars, in wild * Ytene bred, FR) ; 
Or on Weſtphalia's fatt'ning cheſtnuts fed, 1 
Gnaſh their harp tuſks, and rous'd with equal fi ire, 4 
Diſpute the reign of ſome luxurious mire; 3 
In the black flood they wallow o'er and o'er, 


New foreſt in Hampſhire, anciently fo called. 
2 
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Where the mob gathers, ſwiftly ſhoot along, 


e 

by face; Nor idly mingle with the noiſy throng. 

are, XZ Lur'd by the ſilver hilt, amid the ſwarm, 

re. The ſubtil artiſt will thy fide diſarm. 

ſteeds 2 gl Nor is thy flaxen wig with fafety worn; 55 

Js, High on the ſhoulder in a baſket Þorne 

ds appear, g Lurks the fly boy; whoſe hand to rapine bred, 

Ir, Plucks off the curling honours of thy head. 

ing feet, | Here dives the ſKulking thief, with practis'd flight, ; 
208 And unfelt fingers make thy pocket light. 60 

eam Where's now the watch, with all its trinkets, flown ? 

is beam And thy late ſnuff-box is no more thy own. 

| ut lo! his bolder thefts ſome tradeſman ſpies, 

ad. = Swift from his prey the ſcudding lurcher flies; 

s jar, 36 Z Dex'trous he ſcapes the coach with nimble bounds, 

ir; 2 Whilſtev'ry honeſt tongue /?cp thief reſounds. 66 

ound, So ſpecds the wily fox, alarm'd by fear, 

ind: Who lately filch'd the turkey's callow care; 

s they trel Hounds following hounds, grow louder as he flies, 

ye, 40 And injur'd tenants join the hunter's cries. 70 

it, 3 Breathleſs he ſtumbling falls: IIl-fated boy 

ht; | Why did not honeſt work thy youth employ ? 

rd wit! Seiz d by rough hands, he's dragg'd amid the rout, 

And ſtretch'd beneath the pump's inceſſant ſpout : 

ud. Or plung'd in miry ponds, he gaſping lyes, 75 


470 Mud choaks his mouth, and plaiſters o'er his eyes. 
Let not the ballad-ſinger's ſhrilling ſtrain 

Amid the ſwarm thy liſt'ning ear detain : 

Guard well thy pocket ; for theſe Syrens ſtand 

To aid the labours of the diving hand ; 80 

Confed'rate in the cheat, they draw the throng, 


ual fire, 


| 3 And cambrick handkerchiefs reward the ſong; ; 
Vol. I. N 


And wary circumſpection guard thy ſide; 


246 . 


But ſoon as coach or cart drives rattling on, 

The rabble part, in ſhoals they backward run. 

80 Jove's loud bolts the mingled war divide, 85 
And Greece and Troy retreat on either fide. 
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If the rude throng pour on with furious pace, 
And hap to break thee from a friend's embrace, 
Stop ſhort ; nor ſtruggle through the croud in vain, 
But watch with careful eye the paſling train. 90 
Vet I (perhaps too fond) if chance the tide 
J'umultuous bear my partner from my ſide, 
Impatient venture back; deſpiſing harm, 
force my paſſage where the thickeſt ſwarm. 

"Thus his loſt bride the Trojan ſought in vain og 


Thro' night, and arms, and flames, and hills of ſlain. 


Thus Niſus wander'd o'er the pathleſs grove, 

To find the brave companion of his love. 

The pathleſs grove in vain he wanders o'er: 
Luryalus, alas! is now no more. 100 


That walker, who regardlefs of his pace, 
Turns oft to pore upon the damfel's face, 


From fide to fide by thruſting elbows toſt, 


Shall ſtrike his aking breaſt againſt the poſt; 
Or water, daſh'd from fiſhy ſtalls, ſhall ſtain 105 
Wis hapleſs coat with ſpirts of ſcaly rain. 

But if unwarily he chance to ſtray, 

Where twirling turnſtiles intercept the way, 

The thwarting paſſenger ſhall force them round, 
And beat the wretch half breathleſs to the ground. 110 


Let conſtant vigilance thy footſteps guide, 


Bj; 


95 
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Then ſhalt thou walk unharm'd the dang'rous night, 
Nor need th' officious link-boy's ſmoky light. 
Thou never wilt attempt to croſs the road, 115 
Where alchouſe benches reſt the porter's load, 
Grievous to heedleſs fhins; no barrow's wheel, 
That bruiſes oft' the truant ſchook-boy's heel, 
Behind thee rolling, with inſidious pace, 

Shall mark thy ſtocking with a miry trace. 120 
Let not thy vent'rous ſteps approach too nigh, 
Where gaping wide, low Reepy cellars lye; 

Should thy ſhoe wrench aſide, down, down you fall, 
And overturn the ſcoldipg huckſter's ſtall; 

The ſcolding huckſter ſhall not o'er thee moan, 125 
But pence exact for nuts and pears oerthrown. 


Though you through cleanlics alleys wind by day, 
To ſhun the hurries of the public way, 
Yet ne'er to thoſe dark paths by night retire ; 
Mind only ſafety, and contema the mire, 130 
Then no impervious courts thy haſte detain, 
Nor ſacering alewives bid thee turn again. 


Where Lincoln's-Inn, wide ſpace, is rail'd around, 
Croſs not with vent ' rous ſtep; there oft is found 
The lurking thicf, who while the daylight ſhone, 
Made the walls echo with his begging tone: 136 
That crutch which late compaſſion mov'd, ſhall wound 
'Fhy bleeding head, and fell thee to the ground. 
Though thou art tempted by the linkman's call, 

Yet truſt him not along the lonely wall; 140 
In the midway he'll quench the flaming brand, 
And ſhare the booty with the pilf'ring band. 
Still keep the public ſtreets, where oily rays 
Shot from the cryſtal lamp, o'erſpread the ways. 
| Na 
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Happy Auguſta! law-defended town! 145 
Here no dark lanthorns ſhade the villain's frown; 
No Spaniſh jealouſies thy lanes infeſt, 

Nor Roman vengeance ſtabs th' unwary breaſt ;. 
Here tyranny ne'er lifts her purple hand, 

Fut liberty and juſtice guard the land; 150 
No bravocs here profeſs the bloody trade, | 
Nor is the chu:ch the murd'rer's refuge made, 


Let not the ehairman, with aſſuming ſtride, 
Preis near the wall, and rudely thruſt thy fide :. 
he Jaws have ſet him bounds ; his ſervile feet 255 
Should nE'er encroach where poſts defend the ſtreet. 
Yet who the footman's arrogance can quell, 

Whoſe flambeau gilds the ſaſhes of Pell-mell, 
When in Tong rank a train of torches flame, 

'Co light the midnight viſits of the dame ? 160 
Others, perhaps, by happier guidance led, 

May where the chairman reſts, with ſafety tread; 
Whene'er I paſs, their poles unſecn below, 

Make my knee tremble with the jarring blow. 


If whcels bar up the road, where ſtreets are croſt, 
With gentle words the coachman's ear accoſt: 166. 
He ne'er the threat, or harſh command obeys, 

Put with contempt the ſpatter'd thoe ſurveys. 
Now man with utmoſt fortitude thy ſoul, 


To croſs the way where carts and coaches roll; 170 


Yet do not in thy hardy {k1ll confide, 

Nor raſhly riſk the kennel's ſpacious ſtride; 
Stay till afar the diſtant wheel you hear, 
Like dying thunder in the breaking air 


Thy foot will ſſide upon the miry ſtone, 175 
And paſſing coaches cruſh, thy tortur'd bane, 
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Or wheels encloſe the road; on either hand 

Pent round with perils, in the midſt you ſtand, 

And call for aid in vain; the coachman ſwears, 
And carmen drive, unmindful of thy prayers. 189 
Where wilt thou turn? ah! wh:ither wilt thou (ly 
On ev'ry ſide the preſſing ſpokes are nigh. 

So ſailors, while Charibdis' gulph they ſhun; 
Amaz'd, on Scylla's craggy dangers run. 


Be ſure obſerve where brown Oftrea ſtands, 183 

ho boaſts her ſhelly ware from Wallilcet fands ; 
There may'ſt thou paſs, with fafe unmiry feet, 
Where the rais'd pavement leads athwart the ſtrect, 
If where Fleetditch-with muddy current flows, | 
You chance to roam; where oyſter-tubs iu rows 199 
Are rang'd beſide the poſts ; there ſtay thy haſte, 
And with the ſav'ry fiſh indulge thy taſte : 
The damſcl's knife the gaping theil commands, 
While the ſalt liquor ſtrcams between her kands. 


The man had ſure a palate corer'd o'er 195 
With brafs or'ſtee}, that on the rocky thore- 
Firſt broke the oozy oyſter's pearly coat, 
And riſk'd the living morſel down -his throat: 
What will not lux'ry taſte ? Earth, fea and air 
Are daily ranſack'd: for the bill of fare. 200 
Blood ſtuiF'd in ſkins is Britith Chriſtians“ food, 
And France robs marſſics of the croaking brood; 
Spungy morels in ſtrong raguuts are found, 
And in the ſoup the ſlimy nail is drown'd. 


When from high ſpouts the daſhing torrents fall, 
Ever be watchful to maintain the wall; 206 
N 3 5 
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For ſhould'ſt thou quit thy ground, the ruſhing 
throng 

Will with impetuous fury drive along; 

All preſs to gain thoſe honours thou haſt loſt, 

And rudely ſhove thee far without the poſt 210 

Then to retrieve the ſhed you ſtrive in vain, 

Draggled all o'er, and ſoak'd in floods of rain. 

Yet rather bear the ſhow'r, and toils of mud, 

Than in the doubtful quarrel riſk thy blood. 


O think on Oedipus' deteſted ſtate, 215 


And by his woes be warn'd to ſhun thy fate. 


Where three roads join'd he met his-fire unknown; 
(Unhappy fire, but more unhappy fon !) 
F.ach claim'd the way, their ſwords the ſtrife decide, 
The hoary monarch fell, he groan'd and dy'd! 220 
Hence ſprung the fatal plague that thin'd thy reign, 
Thy curſed inceſt! and thy children ſlain! 
Hence wert thou doom'd in endleſs night to ſtray 
'Chro' Iheban ſtreets, and cheerlefs grope thy way. 


Contemplate, mortal, on thy fleeting years; 225 
See, with black train the funeral pomp appears! 
Whether ſome heir attends in ſable ſtate, 

And mourns with outward grief a parent's fate; 
Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty's bloom, 
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A croud of lovers follow to her tomb. 230 


Why is the herfe with 'ſcutcheons blazon'd round, 
And with the nodding plume of oftrich crown'd ? 
No: the dead know it not, nor profit gain; 

It only ſerves to prove the living vain ; 


How ſhort is life | how frail is human truſt! 2335 


Js all this pomp for laying duſt to duſt ? 
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Where the nail'd hoop defends the painted ſtall, 

Bruſh not thy ſweeping ſkirt too near the wall; 

Thy heedleſs ſleeve will drink the colour'd oil, 

And ſpot indelible thy pocket ſoil. 240 

Has not wiſe nature ſtrung the legs and feet 

With firmeſt nerves, deſign'd to walk the-ſtreet ? 

Has ſhe not given us hands to grope aright, 

Amidſt the frequent dangers of the night? 


And think'ſt thou not the double noſtril meant, 243 


To warn from oily woes by previous fcent ? 


+ Who can the various city frauds recite, 
With all the petty rapines of the night ? 
Who now the Guinea-dropper's bait regards, 
Trick'd by the ſharper's dice, or juggler's cards! 250 
Why ſhould I warn thee ne'er to juin the fray, 
Where the ſham-quarrel interrupts the way ? 
Lives there in theſe our days fo ſoft a clown, 
Brav'd by the bully's oaths, or threat'ning frown ? 
] need not ſtrict enjoin the pocket's care, 255 
When from the crouded play thou lead'ſt the fair; 
Who has not here, or watch, or ſnuff- box loſt, 
Or hazdkerchief that India's ſhuttle boaſt ? 


O! may thy virtue guard thee thro” the roads 
Of Drury's mazy courts, and dark abodes. 260 
The harlot's guileful paths, who nightly ſtand, 
Where Katherine-ſtreet deſcends into the Strand. 
Say, vagrant Muſe, their wiles and ſubtil arts, 
To lure the ſtranger's unſuſpecting hearts: 
So ſhall our youth on healthful ſinews tread, 265 
And city cheeks grow warm with rural red, 


Various cheats formerly in practice. 
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'Tis ſhe who nightly ſtrolls with ſaunt'ring pace, 
No ſtubborn ſtays her yielding ſhape embrace ; 
Bencath the lamp her tawdry ribbons glare, 
The ncw- ſcour'd manteau, and the flattern air; 290 
High-draggled petticoats her travels ſhow, 
And hollow checks with artful bluthes glow ; 
With flatt'ring ſounds the ſoothes the cred'lous car, 
My noble captain! charmer! love! my dear! 


In riding-hood near tavern-doors ſhe plies, 279 


Or muffled pinners hide her livid eyes. 

With empty bandbox the delights to range, 
And feigns a diſtant errand from the Change; 
Nay, the will oft the Quaker's hood prophane, 


And trudge demure the rounds of Drury-lane, 280 


She darts from ſarſnet ambuſh wily leers, 
Twitches thy ſlceve, or with familiar airs 

Her fan will pat thy check; theſe ſnares diſdain, 
Nor gaze behind thee, when ſhe turns again, 


I knew a yeoman, who for-thirſt of gain, 283 
To the great city drove from Devon's plain 
His aum'rous Jowing herd; his herds he fold, 


And his deep leathern pocket bagg'd with god: 


Drawn by a fraudſul nymph, he gaz'd, he ſigh'd; 


Unmindful of his home, and diſtant bride, 290 


She leads the willing victim to his doom, 

Through winding alleys to her cobweb room. 
Thence thro' the ſtreet he reels, from poſt to poſt, 
Valiant with wine, nor knows his treature loſt, 

The vagrant wreteh th' aſlembled watchmeu ſpies, 
He waves his hanger; and their poles defias; 196 


Decp in the Roundhouſe pent, all night he fnores, 


And the next mora in vain his ſate deplores, 
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Ah hapleſs ſwain, unus'd to pains and ils! 


cCanſt thou forego roaſt-beef for nauſeous pills? zos 
170 Ho wilt thou lift to Heav'n thy eyes and hands, 
When the long ſcroll the ſurgeon's fees demands! 
or elſe (ye Gods avert that worſt diſgrace !) 
ir, | Thy ruin'd nofe falls level with thy face;. 
Then ſhall thy wife thy loathſome kiſs diſdain, 303 
15; And wholeſome neighbours from thy mug refrain, 
Viet there are watchmen, who with friendly light 


Will teach thy reelipg ſteps to tread aright; 
= For ſixpence will ſupport thy helpleſs arm, 
And home conduct thee, ſafe from nightly harm; 310 
But if they thake their lanthorne, from afar 
To call their brethren to. confed'rate war 
When rakcs refaſt their pow'r; if hapleſs you 
Should chance to wander with the ſcow'ring crew; 
Tho' Fortune yield thee captive, ne/er deſpair, 313 
But ſcek the conſtable's conſid'rate car: 
He will reverſe. the watchman's harſh decree, 
Mov'd by the rhet'ric of a filver fee. 
Thus would you gain ſome fav'rite courticr's word; 
Fee not the petty clerks, but bribe my Lord. 320 
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Now is the time that rakes their revels keep; 
Kindlers of riot, enemies of ſleep. | 
His ſcatter'd pence the flying + Nicker flings, 
And with the copper ſhow'r the caſement rings. 
Who has not heard the Scourer's midnight fame? 
Who has not trembled at the Mohock's name? 316 
Was there a watchman took his hourly rounds, 
Saſe from their blows, or ncw-invented. wounds! 


} Gentlemen who delighted to break windows with hatf+ 
| PCC | g 


\ 


And wakes the ſlumb'ring ſtreet with cries of fire. 


154 . Book III. Book 
I paſs their deſp'rate deeds, and miſchicfs done, ] 
Where from Snowhill black ſtcepy torrents run; 330 
How matrons, hoop'd within the hogſhead's womb, | 
Were tumbled furious thence, the rolling tomb 
O'er the (tones thunders, bounds from fade to fide ; 
So Regulus to fave his country dy'd. 


From 
"The | 
Thro 
And 

Now 
The 

A le: 
Bold 
Mov 


Where a dim gleam the paly lanthorn throws 335 : 
O'cr the mid pavement, heapy rubbiſh grows; | 
Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend, 


Or the dark cave to commou thares deſcend. The 
Oft by the winds extinct the ſigual lies, = Wit 
Or ſmothered in the glimmering ſocket dies 340 Þ 'The 
E'cr night has half roll'd round her ebon throne; IF 5cc 

In the wide gulph the ſhatter'd coach o'erthrown To 
Sinks with the ſnorting ſteeds; the reins are broke, Thc 
And from the crackling axle flies the ſpoke, Ane 


$0 when fam'd Eddyſtone's far-ſhooting ray, 343 Blo' 
That led the ſailor through the ſtormy way, | 
Was from its rocky roots by billows torn, 

And the high turret in the whirlwind” borne, 

Fleets bulg'd their ſides againſt the craggy land, 
And pitcby ruins blacken'd all the ſtrand, 350 


Who then through night woyld-hirc the harneſs'd 
ſtced, . | 
And who would chuſe the rattling wheel for ſpeed? 


| But hark! diſtreſs with ſercaming voice draws 
nigli'r, 


At firſt a glowing red enwraps the ſkies, 3385 
Aud borne by winds the ſcatt'ring ſparks ariſc ; 
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From beam to beam the fierce contagion ſpreads; 

The ſpiry flames now lift aloſt their heads, 

Through the burſt ſaſh a blazing deluge pours, 

And ſplitting tiles deſcend in tattling ſhow'rs, 360 

Now with thick crouds th' enlighten'd pavement 
/ ſwarms, 

The fireman ſweats beneath his crooked arms, 

A leathern caſque his vent'rous head defends, 

Boldly he climbs where thickeſt ſmoke aſcends ; 

Mov'd by the mother's ſtreaming eyes and pray'rs, 

The helplefs infant through the flame he bears, 365 

With no leſs virtue, than through hoſtile fire 

The Dardan hero bore his aged fire. 

See ſorceſul engines ſpout their levell'd ſtreams, 

To quench the blaze that runs along the beams; 

The grapling hook plucks rafters from the walls, 

And heaps on heaps the ſmoky ruin falls. 371 

Blown by ſtrong winds the ficry tempeſt roars, 

Bears down new walls, and pours along the floors ; 

The heav'ns are all a blaze, the face of night 

Is cover'd with a ſanguine dreadful light; 37$ 

Twas ſuch a light involv'd thy tow'rs, O Rome, 

The dire preſage of mighty Cæſar's doom, 

When the ſun veil'd in ruſt his mourning head, 
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And frightful prodigies the ſkies o'erſpread. 


Hark! the drum thunders ! far, ye crouds, retire : 
Behold ! the ready match is tipt with fire, 381 
The uitrous ſtore is laid, the ſmutty train 

With running blaze awakes the barrel'd grain; 
Flames ſudden wrap the walls; with ſullen found 
The ſhatter'd pile finks on the ſmoaky ground. 386 
So when the years ſhall have revolv'd the date, 

Th' inevitable hour of Naples fate, 
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And heave and toſs upon the fulph'rous lake; 3yge 
Earth's womb at once the fery flood ſhall rend, | 
Aud in th' abyſs her plunging tow'ss deſcend, bl 


Conſider, reader, what fatigues I've known, 
The toils, the perils of the wintry town ; 2 
What riots ſeen, what buſtling crowds I bor'd, 3911 
How. oft [ croſs'd where carts and coaches roar'd ; 
Yet ſhall I bleſs my labours, if mankind 
Their future ſafety from my dangers find. 

Thus the bold traveller, (inur'd to toil, 

Whoſe ſteps have printed Aſia's deſert ſoil, 400 
The barb'rous Arabs haunt; or ſhiv'ring eroſt 
Dark Grechland's mountains of eternal froſt ; 
Whom Providence in lenyth of years reſtores 

To the wiſh'd harbour of his native ſhores;) 

Sets forth his journals to the public view, 405 
To caution, by his woes, the wand'ring crew, 
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And now compleat my gen'rous labours ly, 
Finiſh'd, and ripe for immortality. 
Death ſhall entomb in duſt this mould'ring ſrame, | 
But never reach th' eternal part, my fame. 410 "4 
When W“ and G *, mighty names, are dead; 
Or but at Chelſca under cuſtards read; 
When critics crazy bandboxes repair, 
Aud tragedies, turn'd rockets, bounce in air; 1 
Iigh-rais'd on Fleetſtreet poſts, conſigu'd to fame, f 
This work ſhall ſhine, and walkers bleſs my name, 
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„ for whom he wrote the poem, 
Aſles, their arrogance, 

Ariadne's clue, | 

Alley, the pleaſure of walking in one, 

Almanacs, uſeleſs to judicious walkers, 

Autumn, what cries then in uſe, 

Arundel-ſtreet, 

Author, his wiſh, 


Alley, not to be walk'd in by night, 


B 
Bavaroy, by whom worn, 
Brokers keep coaches, 
Bookſeller, ſkill'd in the weather, 
Barber, by whom to be ſhunn'd, 
Baker, to whom prejudicial, 
Butchers to be avoided, 
Bully, his infolence to be corrected, 
roker, where he uſually walks, 
Burlington-houſe, 
Beau's chariot overturned, 
Bills diſpers'd to walkers, 
Ballad-ſingers, 

C 
Country, the author's love of his, 
Civic Crown, 
Cane, the convenience of one, 
an amber- headed one uſeleſs, 
— the abuſe of it, 
Camlet, how affected by rain, 
Coat, how to chute one for the winter, 
Chairs and chariots prejudicial to health, 
Coachman aſleep on his box, what the ſign, 
Chairmen, an obſervation upon them, 
Church monuments foretell the weather, 


. Common+-ſhores, 
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1, 1179 
2, 13 
2, 83 
2, 271 


2, 406 


2, 434 
2, 484 
2, 587 
3, 127 


1, 53s 


I, 117 
1, 161, 
2, 28 
2, 30 
2, 43 
2, 59 
2, 277 
2, 494 
2, 523 
2, 538 
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Cold, the deſcription of one, 

Clergy, what tradeſmen to avoid, 
Chimney-lwecrper, by whom to be avoided, 
Chandlets, prejudicial to walkers, 

Civility io be paid to walkers, 

Coachman, his metamorploſis, 

Carman, when unmercitul, his puniſhment, 
Cheapſide, 

Cheeſe, not lov'd by the author, | 
Country-man perplexed to find the way, 
Coxarlman, his whip dangerous, 

— — his care of his horſes, 
Coaches, dangerous in ſmowy weather, 
Chairmen, their exercife in froſty weather, 
Covent-Garden, 

Cries of the town, obſervations upon them, 
Chriſlmas, what cries fore-run it, 

— — a {caſon for gencral charity, 
Coaches, thoſe that keep them uncharitable, 
Cloacina, goddels of common-ſhores, 
Charing Croſs, 

 Chritmas-box, 

Charity, moſt practiſed by walkers, 
——— where given with judgment, 
—— not to be delayed, 

Chairs, the danger of them, 

Coaches attended with ill accidents, 

—  le{piſc by walkers, 

— pt by oxcombs and pimps, 
Clement's-clurch, the pals of it deſcribed, 
Collier's ca'ts, 

Coaches, a ſtop of them deſcribed, 
Coachmen, a fight of them, 

Crond, parted by a coach, 

Cellar, the misfortune of talling into one, 
Chairmen, law concerning them, 
— thc poles dingerous, 
Coachmen deſpite dirty ſhoes, 

Coach's, a man ſurround d by them, 
Conſtable, his confideration, 

Coach fallen into a hole, defcribed, 
Critics, thcir tate, 
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D'oily ſtuffs, uſeleſs in winter, 1, 43 
Drugget-ſilk, improper in cold weather, I, 44 
Dreſs, propriety therein to be obſerved, 1, 1 
Drummers, improper at a wedding, 2, 17 
Duſtman, to whom offc ſive, 2, 37 
Drays Wen not to be walk'd behind, 2, 268 
Doll, a melancholy ſtory of her death, 2, 382 
Duſtman, ſpiteful to gilded chariots, 2, 527 
Drury-Lane dangerous to virtue, 3, 259 

F. 

Evening deſcribed, 3, 9 
Eddy ſtone liglit-houſe, 3, 345 
1 
Frieze, its defecta, I, 45 
Foorman, his prudence in rainy weather, 1, 127 
Fair weather, ſigus of it, I, 143 
Farrier's ſhop, a detcription of one, 1, 256 
Fop, the deſcription of one walking, 2, 53 
— the ill conſequence of paſſing too near one; 2, 57 
Female guides not to be made ule of, | 2, 0p- 
Foot-ball deſcribed, 2, 347 
Froſt, an cpilode of the great one, 2, 357 
Fair, one kept on the Thames, 2, 369 
Fiſhmonger, the detcription of his ſtall, 2, 414 
Friday, how to know it, 2, 416 
Friend, the author walks with one, 2, 276 
———— rules to walk with one, 3, By 
Fox, like a pick-pocket, 3, 67 
Footman, very arrogant, 3, 157 
Fleet-ditch, 3, 189 
Funeral, the walkers contemplation on one, 35 226 
Fire, the deſcription of one, 3, 353 
Fire-man, his virtue, 3, 362 
Fire-engines, 3, 369 
Father, the happineſs of a child who knows his own, 2, 177 
Female walkers, what neceflary for them, 1, 209 

G 
Gameſter, his chariot deſcribed, 1, 115 
Glaſier, his (Kill at foot-ball, 2, 355 
. Guinea-droppers, 3, 249 
1 
Wealth, acquired by walking, r, 69 
Molland, the ſtreets of that country deſcribed, 1, Br 
Hulierg poles, what obſerved 4 them, 1, 105 
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Hawker, at what time he cries news, 
Horſes, like Parthians, 
Hands, their uſe, 
Nouſe blown np, the deſcription of it, 
Holborn-hlull, 
I 

Invention of pattens, 
Jugglers to be avoided, 
Induſtry not exempt from death, 
June, what cry denotes that month, 
James, St, its market, 

K 
Knocker of a door, an obſervation on one, 
Katherine-ſtreet, 

L 


2, 21 
2 20 
3, 241 
3, 381 
2, 174 


I, 219 
2, 285 
2, 389 
2, 432 
3, 546 


2, 467 
3, 260 


London, its happineſs, before the invention of coaches and 


chairs, 
Ladies walking the ſtreets, 
— — in the Park, what they betoken, 
wo— dreſs, neither by reaſon nor inſtinct, 
Letchers old, where they. frequent, 
Leadenhall-market, 
Lintot, Mr, advice to him, 
Lawyer paſling the ſtreet in a coach, 
Labourers returned from work, 
Lincolns-inn-ficlds, 
Linkman, where not to he truſted, 
Luxury, a reflection on it, 
Leys, their ule, 


I, 101 
I, 105 
1, 145 
1, 149 
2, 280 


3, 24 


Lanthorn, what it ſhews in the middle of the ſtreet, 3, 335 


Sato lll, 

| M | 
Marths: a milkmaid of Lincoluſliire, 
Morning, then what firſt to be couſidered, 
Morning detcribed, 
Miltord-lane, 


2, 293 


I, 125. 


1, 121 
2, 7 
3» 25 


Meute, jugglers often 05 chereabouts to inveigle walkers 


to play, 
Milkmaid of the city, unlike a rural one, 
Mercy recommended to coachmen aud carmen, 
Maſi.ys, dangerous to paſs where at work, 
Modeſty not to be offetided, 
Monday, by what ubſervations to know it, 
Miſer, his manner of charity, 


2, 287 
2 15 
2, 237 
2, 20% 
2, 298 
2, 404 
2, 462 
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Moaor fields, 

Monmouth ſtreet, 

Mobs to be avoided, 

Mohocks, a ſet of modern rakes, 
Matrons put in hogſheads, 


Naples, the ſtreets of that city,. 
New gate-market, 
Niſus, and Euryalus, 
Noſe, its uſe, 
Nicker, his art, 
Naples, its fate, 
0 
Oyſters, at what time firſt cry'd, 
Old woman, an obſervation upon one, 
Obſervations on the looks of walkers, 
Ox roaſted on the Thames, 
Orpheus, his death, 
Overton the printſeller, 
Oyſter-wench, 
Oyſter, the courage of him that firſt ate one, 
Oedipus, 
P 
Pavers, their duty, 
Paris, the ſtreets of that city, 
Poor, their murmurs, what the ſign of, 
Paul, St, his feſtival, 
Precepts, what the conſequence, if neglected; 
Pattens, a female implement, F 
Preſents better than flattery, 
Patten, its derivation, 
Perfumer, by whenr to be avoided, 
Porter ſworn, uſeful to walkers, 
*Prentices not to be rely'd on, 
Poſt, when to walk on the outſide of it, 
Pillory, not to be gazed upon, 
Pall Mall celebrated, 
Pythagoras, his doctrine, 
Petticoat, its ute in bad weather, 
Pavers, a ſignal for coaches to avoid them, 
Patrens inconvenient in ſnowy weather, 
Phacton, a beau compared to him, 
Periwigs, how ſtolen off the head, 
Pick-pocket, his art and misfortunes, 
O 3 


„ 


Paint, how to be avoided, 
Playhouſe, a caution when you lead a lady out of it, 


Quarrels for the wall to be avoided; 
Quarrels, ſham ones, dangerous, 


Riding · hood, its uſe, 

Rome, the ſtreets of it, 

Rain, ſigns of it, 

Rakes, how they avoid a dan, 

Raphael Urbin, 

Rakes; their time of walking, 

Regulus, his death, 

Reader, the author addrefles him, 
8 

Scavengers, their duty, 

Stage-coaches, an obſervation upon them, 


Shoe- cleaning boys, the time of their firſt appearance, 


Shoes, when to provide them, 

— — What ſort improper for walkers, 
— —uhat proper for dancers, 

— ——What molt proper for walkers, 
Surtout Kerſey, its deſcription, 

Shower, a man in one deſcribed, 

Shins, what they betoken when ſcorch'd, 
Signs creaking, what they 
Superſtition to de avoided, 

Swithin, St, his feſtival, 

Smalltoal-man, by whom to be avoided, 
Summer, foreign to the author's deſign, 
Signs, the uſe of them, | 

Seven dials of St Giles's pariſh deſcribed, 
Stockings, how to prevent their being ſpatter'd, 
Streets, narrow ones to be avoided, . 
Snowy weather, 

Shoes; how to free them from ſnow, 
Snow- balls, coachmen pelted with them, 
Schoolboys, miſchievous, in froſty weather, 


2, 331 


S-mpftreſs, the deſcription of her in a froſty morning. 


Sacurday, by what obſervations to know it, 
Spring, the cries then in nſe, 
Streets {formerly noblemen's houſes, 


2, 337. 
2, 422 
2, 428 
2, 492 
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Sempſitreſs, advice to her, 
Swords, ſilver, lure thieves, 
Street, how to croſs it, 
Scylla and Charybdis, 
Street, where to croſs it by night, 
Shoe- cleaning boy, his birth, 
— — lis lamentation, 
— —His happineſs, 
— — Without father or mother, 
Scowrers, a ſet of rakes, 
Suow-hill, 

* 


Trivia, the goddeſs of ſtreets and highways, invok'd, 


Trades prejudicial to walkers, 
Tradeſmen, in what to be truſted, 
Theſeus in the labyrinth.of Crete, 
Thames-(treet, 
Trades offenſive to the ſmell, | 
Tea-drinkers, a neceflary caution to them, 
Thames, coaches driven over it, 
Thaw, the deſcription of one, 
Thurſday, by what obſervations: to know eit, 
Titian, 
Trivia invok'd as Cynthia, 
Turn-ftiles, | 
Tragedies, their fate 
U 
Umbrella, its uſe, : 
Vulcan in love with a milkmaid, 
— advice to him, 
Venice, the ſtreets of it, 
Vaults, an oblervation upon them, 
Vulcan metamorphos'd to a country farrier, 


— — tue inventor of hobnails and ſparables, 


— — the inventor of pattens, 


Upholder, where he frequents, 


W 
Winter, the beginning of it. deſcribed, 
Weather, ſigns of cold, 
— — ſigns of fair, 
— of rainy, 
Witney broad-cloth proper for horſemen, 
Wig compared to Alecto's ſnakes, 
to Glaucus's bcard, 


2; 347 
3, 53 
3, 165 
3, 183 


35 185. 


2, 135 
25 177 
2, 145 
2, 18 
3, 325 
3, 33d: 


I, 5 
2, 25. 
2, JL. 
25 83 

2, 244 


2, 246 


2, 296 
2, 365 
2, 400 
2, 408. 
2, 486 

3,.1 


3, 107 


37 414 


I, 211 
I, 241 
1, 245. 
1, 97 
I, 172 
1, 2453 
1, 263 
I, 275 
2, 470 


I, 2 
1, 133 
I, 145 
1, 157 

I, 47 
I, 202 
I, 205 


1 E X. 
Wig, what to be worn in a miſt, 
Waterman, judicious in the weather, 
Winds whiſtling, what they foretel, 
Wall, to whom to be given, 
— to whom to be deny'd, 
Way, of whom to be enquired, 
Watling-ſtreet, | 
Walkers inadvertent, to what misfortunes liable, 
Wits, a cantion to them, 
Walker diſtreſs*'d by a foot ball, 
Waterman, his dominion invaded, 
Wedneſday, how to know it, 
Walkers, their happineſs, 
— free from diſeaſes, 
Water, the danger of being upon it, 
Walking advantageous to learning, 
Women, the ill conſequence of gazing on them, 
Wheel-barrows, how they prejudice walkers, 
Whore, how to know one, 
Watchmen, the method of treating with them, 
— —— their ſignal to their fellows, 
— hat to do if taken by them, 
Wall, when to keep it, 
Whores, the fireets where they ply, 
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Yeoman, a dreadful tory of one, 
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memos Spirat tragicum ſatis, et feliciter audet,”” Hor. 


mo Locus eſt et pluribus umbris.“ Hor, 
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AS I am the firſt who have introduced this kind of 
dramatic entertainment upon the ſtage, I think 
it abſolutely neceſſary to ſay ſomething by way of 
preface, not only to ſhew the nature of it, but to 
anſwer ſome objections that have been already 
raiſed againſt it by the graver fort of wits, and 
other intereſted people. 


We have often had tragi-comedies upon the Engliſh 
theatre with ſucceſs : but in that fort of compoſi» 
tion the tragedy and comedy are in diſtinct ſcenes, 
and may be caſily ſeparated from cach other. But 
the whole art of the tragi-comi-paſtoral farce lies 
in interweaving the ſeveral kinds of the drama 
with cach other, ſo that they cannot be diſtin» 

1 guiſhed or ſeparated. 


The objections that are raiſed againſt it as a trage* 
dy, arc as tollow. 


Firſt, As to the Plot, they deny it to be tragical, 
becauſe its cataſtrophe is a wedding, which bath 
ever been accounted comical, 


ART Oy oe; 


A 


P.-E - F:A CE 


Secondly, As to the characters; that thoſe of a ju 
ſtice of peace, a pariſh-clerk, and an embryo 
ghoſt, are very improper to the dignity of tragedy | 
and were never introduced by the antients. 1 


Thirdly, They ſay the ſentiments are not tragicah 
becauſe they are thoſe of the loweſt country Þ2 
people. 9 


Laftly, They will not allow the Moral to be proper * 
for tragedy; becauſe the end of tragedy being to, 
ſhew human life in its diſtreſſes, imperfections and 
infirmities, thereby to ſoften the mind of man fronÞ® 
its natural obduracy and haughtineſs, the Moralþ3 
ought to have the ſame tendency; but this Mora,, 
they ſay, ſcems entirely calculated to flatter theÞ# 
audience in their vanity and ſclf-conceitednels, 4 1 

5 Tas , 


You all have ſenſe enough to find it out, 


To the firſt objection I anſwer, that it is ſtill a acl 

putable point, even among the beſt critics, whe- if 
ther a tragedy may not have a happy cat: iſtrophe; 1 
that the French authors are of this opinion, ap- 4 


pears from moſt of their modern tragedies. I 
In anſwer to the ſecond objection, I cannot affirm, Z 
that any of the antients have either a juſtice of | | 


peace, a pariſh clerk, or an embryo ghoſt in their I 
tragedics; yet whoever will look into Sophocles, 4 
Euripides, or Seneca, will find that they greatly 
aflefted to introduce nurſcs in all their picccs, | 
which every one muſt grant to be an inferior cha-! S 
raCter to a juſtice of the dene! in imitation ol 
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which alſo, I havc introduced a grandmother and 
an aunt, 


To the third objection, which is the meanneſs of 


the ſentiments, 1 antwer, that the ſentiments of 
princes and clowns have not in reality that diffe- 
rence which they ſeem to have: their thoughts are 
almoſt the ſame, and they only differ as the ſame 
thought is attended with a meanneſs or pomp of 
diction, or receive a different light from the cir- 
cumſtances each Character is converſant with. But 


theſe critics have forgot the precepts of their ma- 


ſter Horace, who tells them, 


—rrragicus plerumque dolet ſermone pedeftri, 


In anſwer to the objection againſt the Moral, I have 


only this to alledge, That the Moral of this piece 
is concealed; and Morals that are couched to as 
to exerciſe the judgment; of the audience, have not 
been diſapproved by the beſt critics ®. And ! 
would have thoſe that object againſt it as a piece 
of ſlattery, conſider, that there is ſuch a ligure as 
the Irony. 


The objections againſt it as a comedy are, 


Firſt, 'They object to the Plot, that it throws the 


Characters intothe deepelt cixcumſtances of diſlrel; : 
inferiors trampled upon by the tyranny of power, 
a ſoldicr to be ſhot for deſertion, and an innocent 


maid in the utmoſt deſpair, 


_* See Buſſu's chapter of concealed ſentences, 


Vol. I. P 


e. 


Becondly, That ghoſts are introduced, which move Þ 
terror, a pathon not proper to be moved in comedy, 1 


Thirdly, They will not allow the gentiments to be Þ 
comical, becauſe they are ſuch as naturally eflow | 
trom the deep diſtreſſes above-mentioned. The 
ſpeech of a dying man, and his laſt advice to his 
child, are what one could not reaſonably expect 
Mould raiſe the mirth of au audicuce. 0 


Firſt, That the Plot is comical, 1 argue from the 
Peripætia and the Cataſtrophe, Peaſcod's chanye 
of fortune upon the reprieve's being produced, 
Kitty's diſtreſs ending in the diſcharge of her ſweet- 
heart, and the wedding, arc all incidents that arc 
truly comical, 


To the ſecond objection T anſwer, That ghoſts have 
not been omitted in the antient comedy; Ariſto- 
phanes having laid the ſcene of his Be1pa x0; among 
the ſhades; and Plautus has introduced a Lar 
familiaris in his prologue to the Aulularia, which 
though not actually a ghoſt, is very little better. 


As to the third objection, That the Sentiments are 
not comical, I anſwer, That the ghoſts are the on- 
ly characters which are objected to as improper for | 
comedy, which I have already proved to be juſtly | 
introduced, as following the manner of the old 
coimcdy ; but as they allow that the Sentiments 
naturally flow from the characters, thoſe of the 
juſtice, clowns, &c which are indiſputably comical 
characters, muſt be comical, For the Scutiments 


j 
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ove | being conveyed in number and rhime, I have the 
dy, Þ authority of the beſt modern French comedies, 


The only objection againſt it as a paſtoral falls upon 
the Characters, which they ſay ate partly paſtoral, 
and partly not fo, They inſiſt particularly, that 
a ſerjcant of granadiers is not a paltoral Character, 
and that the others arc ſo far from being in the 
ſtate of innocence, that the clowns are whore- 
maſters, and the damicls with child. 


To this I reply, that Virgil talks of ſoldiers among 
his ſhepherds. 


Impius haec tam culta Novalia miles habebit, 

And the Character of the ſerjcant is drawn accord- 
ing to the epithet of Virgil, iu, miles, which may 
be ſcen iu that ſpeech of his, 

You dog) die like a ſoldier———and be damn'd. 
For, in ſhort, a ſoldier to a ſwain'is but juſt the 


ſame thing that a wolf is to his flocks, and 1s as 
naturally talk'd of or introduced. As for the reſt 


- = of the Charaers, I can only ſay I have copied 
r f nature, making the youths amorous before wed- 
y ö lock, and the damſels complying and fruitful. Ihoſe 
1 | that arc the moſt converſant in the country are the 
„ beſt judges of this fort of nature. 

Laſtly, they object againſt it as a farce, 

| 


Birſt, Becauſe the irregularity of the Plot ſhould an- 
Va 


„„ 


ſwer to the extravagance of the Characters, which 5 
they ſay this piece wants, and therefore is no farce, |} 


Secondly, They deny the CharaGers to be farcical, 
becauſe they are actually in nature. 


Thirdly, If it was a true farce, the Sentiments ought 
to be ſtrained, to bear a proportional irregularity 
with the Plot and Characters. 


To the firſt T anſwer, That the farcical ſcene of the 
ghoſts is introduced without any coherence with 
the reſt of the piece, might be entirely left out, and 
would not be allowed in a regular comedy. There 
are indeed a great number of dramatic entertain- 
ments, where are ſcenes of this Rind; but thoſe 
pieces in reality are not comedics, but five act 
farces, 
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8ccondly, Let the critics conſider only the nature of 
a farce, that it is made up of abſurdities and in- 
congruities, and that thoſe pieces which have theſe Þ* 
qualities in the greateſt degree arc the moſt farces; | 
and they will allow this to be ſo from the cha- 
racers, and particularly from that of the ſpeak- 
ing Ghoſt of au embryo, in the concluſion of the 
firſt act. I have, tis true, Ariſtophanes's autho- 
rity for things of this ſort in comedy, who hath 
introduccd a chorus of Frogs, aud made hem 
tylk in the following manner: 


Bpoxoninit, * vod g, 
DMA, xoat, xoak, 
| Ovale xpivav TIKIG, Oo. 
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Mr D'Urfey of our own nation has given all the 


fowls of the air the faculty of ſpeech equal with 
the parrot. Swans and elbow chairs in the opera 
of Diocleſian have danc'd upon the ungliſli ſtage 
with good ſucceſs. Shakeſpeare hath ſome charac- 
ters of this ſort, as a Speaking wall, and Moon- 
ſhine'*. 'Fhe former he defipnedt to introduce 


(as he tells us himſelf) with /amething rough caſt 
about him, and the latter comes in with a lanthorn 
and candle; which in my opinion are characters 
that make a good figure iu the modern Farce. 


Thirdly, The ſentiments are truly of the farce kind, 


as they are the ſentiments of the meaneſt clowns 
convey'd in the pomp of numbers and rhime; 
which is certainly forced and out of nature, aud 
therefore farcical. 


After all J have ſaid, T would have theſe critics on- 


ly conſider, when they object againſt it as a tra» 
gedy, that I deſigned it ſomething of -a comedy; 

when they cavil at it as a comedy, that l had partly 

a view to paſtoral; when they attack it as a paſto- 
ral, that my endeavours were in ſome degree to 
write a farce; and when they would deſtroy its 

character as a farce, that my deſign was a tragi- 
comi paſtoral: 1 believe when they conſider this, 
they will all agree, that 1 have happily enough 
exccuted. what | purpoſed, which is all I contend 
for. Yet that 1 might avoid the cavils and miſin- 
terpretations of ſevere critics, 1 have not called it 
a tragedy, comedy, paltoral, or farce, but leſt the 


See his Midſummer Night's Dream, 
P.3 


: 
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name entirely undetermined in the doubtful 25. 4 
pellation of the What d'ye call it, which name 1 3 
rhought unexceptionable; but I added to it a tra- 
gi-comi-paſtora]-farce, as it comprized all thoſe le. 8 
veral kinds of the drama. A 


The judicious reader will eafily perceive, that the |* 
unities are kept as in the moſt perfect pieces, that! 
the ſcenes are unbroken, and poetigal juſtice ſtri- | 7 

. by obſerved ; the Ghoſt of the Embryo and the Pa- L | 
riſh Girl are intire new characters. I might en- 
large further upon the conduct of the particular 
ſcenes, and of the piece in general; but ſhall only "A | 
ſay, that the ſucceſs this piece has met with upon 
the ſtage, gives encouragement to our dramatic 
writers to follow its model; and evidently demon- 
{trates that this ſort of drama is no leſs fit for the 
theatre than thoſe they have ſucceeded in. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON &. 


M E N, 

Sir ROGFR, Mr Miller. 
Sir HUMPHRY, | Mr Croſs. 
Juſtice STATUTE, Mr Shepherd. 
Squire THoM As, Sir RoGER's 

ſon, alias THOMAS FiLBER 7 Nr Johnſon. 
Jonas Dock, alias TiMOTHY | 

PrascoD, } Mr Penkethman. . 

PETE N NETTLE, the ber. Mur Norris. | 
jeant, | a 1 f 
Steward to Sir Ro ER, Mr Quin. 4 U 

Conſtable, Mr Penroy. 3 
Corporal, Mr Weller. 3 
STAVE, a pariſh-clerk. Fo 
The Ghoſt of a child unborn, Mr. Norris, junior. C 
Countrymen, Ghoſts, and Soldiers, . 


Kir ry, the Steward's —_ 8 
ter, alias KITTY CAR ROT, „ ade. 
Dorcas, Pxascop's ſiſter, Mrs Willis, ſenior, 
Joycs, Pe AascouD's OR} | 
left upon the pariſh, us Toongors 
Aunt, Mrs Baker. 
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T H B 


WHAT D'YE CALL IT, 


A TRAGI-COMI-PASTORAL 


1 Ak cnt 


1 8 CEN E, A country Fuſtices hall, adirned with 


ſculeheons and ſtags horns. 


Euter STEWARD, SQUIRE, KITTY, 
DOCK, and others in country habits, 


STEWARD. 


O, you arc ready in your parts, and in your drefs 
too, I ſee; your own beſt cloaths do the buſt- 
neſs. Sure never was play and actors fo ſuited. 
Come, range yourſelves before me, women on the 
right, aud men on the left. Squire Thomas, you 
make a good tigure. | Ihe actors range themſelves. 


SQUIRE. 
Ay, thanks to Barnaby's Sunday cloaths; but call 
me Thomas Filbert, as I am in the play. 
STEWARD, 


Chear up, daughter, and make Kitty Carrot the 
ſhining part > Squire Thomas, is to be iu love with 
you to-night, girl. 
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Ir 


Ay. I have felt Squire Thomas's love to my cof, 5 
1 have little ſtomach to play, in the condition he! 


hath put me into. [ Aſite, ; _ 
STEWARD. | 3 pain 
Jonas Dock, doſt thow remember thy name ? 1 red 
DOCK. 1 
My name? Jo— Jo— Jonas. | No—that was the 1 
name my godfathers gave me. My play name is li- 
mothy Pea— Pea— Peaſcod; ay, Peaſcud—and am 
to be ſhot for a deſerter. b 
STEWARD. f 
And you, Dolly ? 4 
| DOLLY. | 
An't pleaſe ye, T am Dorcas, Peaſcod's ſiſter, and f 
am to be with child, as it were. i 
Fiſt COUNTRYMAN. b 
And I am to take her up, as it were——T am the 5 
Conſtable, f 
N . Po 
Second COUNTRY MAN. u 
And I am to ſee Tim ſhot, as it were I am : 
the Corporal. | ] 
| | »Þ 
STEWARD, bp. 
But what is become of our Serjeant! b 
tl 


| DORCAS. 
Why, Petter Nettle. Peter, Peter. | gy © 
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Eater NET T I. E. 


NETTE. 
Theſe ſtockings of Suſan's coſt a woundy deal of 


pains the pulling on; but what's a ſerjeant without 
rcd (tockings ? 


DOCK. ; 


I'll dreſs thee, Peter, I'll dreſs thee. Here, ſtand 
ſtill. 1 muſt twiſt thy neckcloth; I would make thee 
hold up thy head, and have a ruddy complexion ; but 
pr'ythce dog,t look black in the face, man. [ Kolling 
lys neckcloth.] Thou muſt look fierce and dreadful, 
[ MidSng whiſkers with @ burnt cork.) But what ſhall we 
do for a grenadier's cap ? 


STEWARD. | 
Fetch the deathern bucket that hangs in the bel 


4 fry ; that is curiouſly painted before, and will make 


a figure. 


NETTL E. 


No, no, 1 have What's worth twenty on't: tho 
Pope's mitre, that my maſtò Sir Roger ſciz'd, when 
they would have burnt him at our market town. 

STEWARD. 

80, now let ev'ry body withdraw, and prepare te 
begin the play. [ Exeunt afftors.] My daughter de- 
bauched ! and by that booby Squire! well, perhaps 
the conduct of this play may retrieve her folly, and 


preſerve her reputation, Poor girl! I cannot ſorget 
Wy tcars, | 
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| Enter Sir ROGER, : 
Sir ROGER. T «7 

Look ye, Steward, don't tell me you can't bring 
them in. I will have a ghoſt; nay, I will have a com- 
petence of ghoſts. What, ſhall our neighbours think 
we are not able to make a ghoſt ? A play without aÞ 


ghoſt is like, is like —i'gad, it is like nothing. fi 
STEWARD. 

Bir, be ſatisficd ; you ſhall have ghoſts, 
| | pf 

Sir ROGER, . 

And is the play as I order'd it, both a tragedy and ; 
u comedy? I would have it a paſtoral too; and ii , 
you could make it a farce, ſo much the Fe an | [ 
what if you crown'd all with a ſpice of your opera! Þ*# « 


You know my neighbours never ſaw a play before; 
and d'ye fee, | would ſhew them all ſorts of plays 
under one. 


* 


STEWARD. 
Sir Roger, it is contrived for that very purpoſe. 


Enter TWO JUSTICES. 
Sir ROGER. « 
Neighbours, ye are welcome. Is not this Steward 
of mine a pure ingenious fellow now, to make ſuch a Þ 
play for us theſe Chriſtmas holidays? {Exit Steward 
bowing. ]}—A. rare headpiece! he has it here, i'faith. | 
Pointing to his own head.) But indeed, I gave him | 
the hint To ſee now what contrivance ſome folks 
have! We have ſo fitted the parts to my tenants, that 
every man talks in his own way and then we have 
made juſt three juſtices in the play, to be play'd b 
us three Juſtices of the Quorum. 
1 
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Fiſt JUSTICE. 


Zooks !—ſo it is — main ingenious—and can we 
ſit and ſmoak at the ſame time we act? 


bring 
com- | Sir ROGER. 
hin Ay, ay, — we have but three or four words to ſay 


but —and may drink and be good company in peace and 
fllence all the while after. 


Second JUST.I CE. 


But how ſhall we know when we are to ay theſe 
ſame words ? 


Sir ROGER, 


and This ſhall be the fignal——when I ſet down the 
adi tankard, then ſpeak you, Sir Humphry—and when 
and * Sir Humphry ſets down the tankard, ſpeak you, 
era I Squire Statute, 

ore; 

. 3 Firſt JUSTICE. 

i Ah, Sir Roger, you are an old dog at theſe things. 
3 Second JUSTICE. 

To be ſure. 
Sir ROGER. 

4 Why, neighbours, you know, experience, experience 
a4 —] remember your Harts and your Bettertons. But 
= . to ſee your Othello, neighbours, - how he would rave 
3 | and roar, about a fooliſh flower'd handkerchief !— 
hh and then he would groul ſo:manfully, —and he would 
him put out the light, and put the light out ſo cleverly! 


| but huſh—the prologue, the prologue. 
olks 1 8 pens 
[ They ſeat themſelves with much ceremony at the table, 


” y on which are pipes and tobacco, on a large filver 
* tanta rd. 


Vol. I. Q 
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Spoken by Mr PixKETHhMAN. 


IT E entertainment of this night=or day, 

This ſomething, or this nothing of a play, 
IVhich frives to pleaſe all palates at a time, 
With ghoſts and men, ſongs, dances, proſe and rhime, 
This comic ſtory, or this tragic jeſt, 
May make you laugh, or cry, as you like beſt; 
May exerciſe your good, or your ill-nature, 
Move with diſtreſs, or tickle you with ſatire. 
All muſt be pleas'd.too with their parts, we think: 
Our maids have ſweethearts, and their worſhips drink. 
Critics, we know, by ancient rules may maul it ; 


But ſure gallants muſt like—»the What d'ye call it. 
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ACT L-SCENE--1. 


Sir ROGER, Sir HUMPHRY, Juſtice 8 T A- 
TUTE, CONSFABLE, FILBERT, 
SERJEANT, KITTY, DORCAS, 
GRANDMOTHER, AUNT. 


Sir ROGER, 


F EK R E, Thomas Filbert, anſwer to your name, 
Dorcas hath ſworn to you the owes her ſhame : 

Or wed her ſtraighit, or cle you're ſent afar, 

To ſerve his gracious Majeſty in war. 


FILBER-TF. 


"Tis falſe, "tis falle—1 ſcorn thy odious touch. 
| [ Puſhing Dorcas from him; 


DORCAS, | 
Wlicu their turn's ſcrv'd, all men will do as much. 
KITTY. 
Ah, good your Worſhips, caſe a wretched maid. 
To the right tather let the child be laid, 
Art thou not perjur'd !—-mark his harmleſs look. 
How canſt thou, Dorcas, kiſs the bible book? 


Halt thou no conſcience, doſt not fear Old Nick? 
dure, lure the ground will ope, and take thee quick. 


SERJEANT. 


{ooks never wed, tis ſafer much to roum; 
bot what is war abroad to war at hoine ! 


Q 4 
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: 1 Wat 
Who wou'd not ſooner bravely riſque his life ? You 
For what's a cannon to a ſcolding wife! vou 
FILBERT, _ Ba 
; . Nov 
Well, if I muſt, I muſt—1 hate the wench, Ah, 


I'll bear a muſquet then againſt the French. 5 
From door 16 door I'd ſooner whine and beg, 
Both arms ſhot off, and on a wooden leg, 
Than marry fach a trapes— No, no, I'll not : 
— hon wilt too late repent when 1 ayn (hot, 
But, Kitty, why doſt cry ?—— 


en ao tj 
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GRANDMOTHER, 


— ty, Juſtice, ſtay: 
Ah, little did | think to fee this day! 
Muſt pramdion Hilbert to the wars be preft? 
Aluwck! I knew him when he ſuck'd the breaſt, 
Tavght him his catechiſm, the feſcue held, 
And join'd his letters, when the bantling ſpell'd. 
His loving mother left hum to my care; 
Fine child, as like his Dad as he could ſtare! 
Come Candlemas, nine years ayo the dy'd, 
And now hes buried by the yew-tree's hide, 


AUNT. 
O tyrant Juſtices | have you forgot 
How my poor brother wan in Flanders ſhot ? 
You preſn'd my brother he ſhall walk in white, 
He fhnll—and ſhake your curtains cv'ry night. 
What though the paultry hare he raſhly kill'd, { 
That crots'd the furrows while he plough'd the field? PF 
You ſcnt him o'er the hills and far away; 
Jett bis old mother to the parith pay, 
With won he thar'd his ten-pence ev'ry day. 
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Wat kill'd a bird, was hom his farm turn'd out; 

You took the law of Thomas for a trout : „ 

You ruin'd my poor uncle at the "ſizes, 

And made him pay nine pounds for Niſipriſcs. 

Now will you preſs my harmleſs. nephew too? 

Ali, what has conſcience with the rich to do! | 
i Str Roger lakes up the tankard, 

Though in my hand no ſilver tankard ſhine, 

Nor my dry lip be dy'd with clarct wine, 

Yet can 1 fleep in peace 


Sir R OG . R. Aſter having drank, 
— Woman, torbear. 
Sir HUMPHRY,. | Drinkivg. 


The man's within the act 


Juſtice STATUTE, [Drinking all. 
——\ law ein clcar. 
SER]JEANT. 
Haſte, let their Worſhips orders be obey'd. 
KIT TY KV erliug. 
Behpld how low you have reduc'd a mar. 
Thus to yours Warthips on my kaces 1 tue, 
(W poſture never known but in the pew) 
I we enn moncy for our taxes find, 
"Takeo that-—but ah! our (wecthearts leave behind, 
"Vo t ade lo barb'rons he was never bred, 
The blu of vernine all the blood he thed : 


How thould hc, nan youth, how ſhoukl he then 
Who kill'd but pyulcats, learn to murder men? 


2 
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DORCAS. 


O Thomas, Thomas! hazard not thy life; 
By all that's good, I'll make a loving wife : 
I'll prove a. true pains-taker day and night, 
I'll ſpin and card, and keep our children tight, 
] can knit ſtockings, you can thatch a barn; 
If you carn ten-peuce, I my groat can carn. 
How ſhall I weep to hear this infant cry ? 
[her hand on her belly, 
He'll have no ſather—apd no huſbandsl. 
KIT 
Hold, Thomas, hold, nor hear that ſhawcleſs witch: 
] can ſow plain-work, I can darn aud flitch ; 
I can bear ſultry days aud froſty weather ; 
Yes, yes, my Thomas, we will go together; 
Beyond the ſcas together will we go, 
In camps together, as at harveſt, plow, 
hie arm (hall be a bolſter for thy head, 
Fl ſetch clean ſtraw to make my ſoldier's bed; 
"There, while thou fleep'ſt, my apron o'er thee hold, 
Or with it patch thy tent apainſt the cold, 
Pigs in hard rains I've watch'd; and ſhall I do 
That for the pigs, I would not bear for you? 


FILBERT. 


Oh, Kitty, Kitty, canſt thou quit the rake, 

And leave theſe meadows for thy ſweetheart's ſake ? 
Canſt thou ſo many gallant ſoldiers ſcc, 

And captains and lieutenants flight for me? 

Say, canſt thou hear the guns, and never ſhake, 
Nor ſtart at oaths that make a Chriſtian quake ? 
Caſt thou bear hunger, canſt thou march and toil 
A long long way, a thuuſand thouland mile? 
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4. Take out that wench 
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And when thy 'Vom's blown up, or ſhot away, 


: | They canſt thou ſtarve they I cheat thee of my pay, 


Sir ROGER, [ Drinking, 


Sir HUMPHRY. [Drinking 
— hut give her pennance meet. 
Juſtice STATUTE. [Drinking alfe. 
I'll fee her fhand—next Sunday—in a ſheet. 


DORCAS, 


Al! why does nature give us ſo much cauſe 
To make kind-hcarted laſſes break the laws? 


ny ould hard laws kind-hearted lailes bind, 


When too ſoſt nature draws us after kind? 


SINE II. 


Sir ROGER, Sir HUMPHRY, Juſtice 8 T A- 
TUTE, FILBER'T, SERJELANT, KIT- 
TY, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT, >0L- 
DIL X. 


8S$OLDIER. 


Serjcant, the Captain to your quarters ſent ; 
To cv'ry alc-boulc in the town I went. 

Our Corp'ral now has the deferter found; 

Thc men arc all drawn out, the pris'ner bounds 


SERJEANT. {To pier“. 


Come, foldicr, come 


KITT. 
— Ah! take me, take me too. 


| | 388 THE WHAT D'YE CALL Ir. 
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GRANDMOTHER. 
| lk Stay, forward wench.— 


AUNT. 


What would the creature do! 
This week thy mother means to waſh and brew, 


Wl KITTY. 

Il Brew then (he may herſelf, or waſh or bake; 
I'd leave ten mothers for one ſweetheart's ſake, 
O juſtice moſt unjuſt 

FILBERT.: 
O'tyranny | 


KL T-T Be 


How can I part? 
1 FILBERT. 
1 Alas! and how can I? 


KITTY; 


O ueſul day! 
FILBERT. 
Ructul indeed, 1 trow, 


K1-TT:Y, 
O woeful day! 
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FIL RHE RN. 
A day indeed of woe 


KITTY. 
When gentlefolks their fweethearts Irave behind, 


They can write letters, and ſay ſomething kind; 
2 Fit how (hall Filbert unto me endite, 
When neither I can read, nor he can write! 


Yet, Juſtices, permit us c'er we part 
To breake this nine-pence, as you've broke our heart. 


FILBERT. 
[ Br raking the nine-pence.. 
As this divides, thus are we torn in twain, 


KITTY. 
Joining the pleces, 
And as this meets, thus may we mect again. 
(„/e 1s drawn away 0n we [ide of the abe by 
Aunt and Grandmuther, 
Vet one look marc 


FI IL B ER F. 


[ HauPd off on the other ſide by the Serjcaut. 
— — ne more crc yet we fo. 


XITT . 
To part is death, — 


FIBERT. 
—— [i death to party 


190 THE WHAT D'YE CALL IT. 
KITTY 
Ah! 


FILBERT, 


FTCA SS Ul 3 I'm 
For 
sir ROGER, Sir HUM HR, Juſtice 

STATUTE, and CONSTABLE. 


Sir ROGER. [ Drinking. 
See, Conſtable, that ev'ry one withdraw. 8 | 3 Pn 
Sir HUMPHREY, [ Driating-.I Fe 
We've buſineſs 


Juſtice 8 T ATUTE. [Drinking alſe. 
To diſcuſs a point of law. 


SCENE W. 
Sir. ROGER, Sir HUMPHRY, Juſtice 

STATUTE. They ſeem in earneſt diſcourſe, 
Sir ROGER: a * 
I ſay the preſs act plainly makes it out. 


Sr HUMPHRY. 
Doubtleſs, Sir Roger. 
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Juſtice STATUTE, 
—-——- Brother, without doubt, 


A Ghoſt riſes, 


i FIRST GHOST. 

rm Jeffrey Cackle.——You my death ſhall rue; 
For I was preſs'd by you, by you, by you. 

[Pointing to the Juſticts. 


Another Ghoſt riſes. 


SECOND GHOST. 


g I'm Smut the farrier.— Vou my death ſhall rue; 
For 1 was preſs'd by you, by you, by you. 


A Woman's Ghoſt riſes. 
THIRD GHOST. 


I'm Beſs that hang'd myſelf for Smut ſo true; 
{ So owe my death to you, to you, to you. 


A Ghoſt of an Embryo riſes. 
FOURTH GHOST. 


1 was begot before my mother married, 
Who whipt by you, of me poor child miſcarried. 


Another Woman's Ghoſt riſes. 


FIFTH GHOST. | 
Its mother I, whom you whipt black and blue; 3 
Both owe our deaths to you, to you, to you. 1 


ö | [All Ghoſts ſhake their heads, 
; 
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Sir ROGER, 
Why do you ſhake your mealy heads at me ? 
1 You cannot ſay I did it 


BOTH JUSTICES. 
No- nor We. 
* All three — 


| SECOND GHOST. 
u three 


THIRD GHOST. 
1 FOURTH GHOST. 


— — All three 


1 FIFTH GHOST, 


j 1 A Sous ſung diſmally by a Gnost. 


| Yr E goblins, and fuiries, 
1 VMi.b friſks and vagaries, 
1 Ye fairies and goblins, 
14 With boppings and hobblings, 
Come all, come all 
To Sir Roger's great hall, 
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CTAND off there, countrymen ; and you, the 
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All fairies and goblins, 
All goblins and fairies, | 
With hoppings and hobblings, 
With friſks and vagaries, 
CE 0 K-U:-$. 
Sirg, goblins and fairies, 
Sing, fairies and goblins, 
With friſks and vagaries, 
And hoppings and b:bblings. 
[The gho/ts dance round the Juſtices, bo go off in a 
fright, and the ghoſts vaniſh. 


. r 
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TIMOTHY PEASCOD bound; CORP0- 
RAL, SOLDIERS and COUNTR Y- 
MEN. 


CORPORAL. 


guard, 
Keep cloſe your pris'ner—ſee that all's prepar'd. 
Prime all your firelocks—faſten well the ſtake. 


PEASCOD. 


"Tis too much, too much trouble for my ſake. 
O fellow-foldiers, countrymen and friends, 
be warn'd by me to ſhun untimely ends : 
For evil courſes am I brought to ſhame, 
And trom my ſoul 1 do repent the ſame. 

\ 5! oy R 
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Oft my kind Grannam told me—Tim, take warning, 

Be good and ſay thy pray'rs— and mind thy learning; 

But I, ſad wretch, went on from crime to crime; 

I play'd at nine-pins firſt in ſermon time: 

I robb'd the parſon's erchard next; and then 

(For which I pray forgivenc!s) ſtole—a hen. 

When I was preſs'd, I told them the ſiiſt day 

] wanted hcart to fight, fo ran away; 7 

[ Attempts to run off, but is prevented, [2 

For which behold I die. Tis a plain caſe, : 

*I'was all a judgment for my want of grace. ; 
[1 he foliters prime, with their mrjkets {wards him, 

Hold, hold, my friends; ay, hold, hold, bold, I pray; 

They may go off and I have more to ſay. E 


FIRST. COUNTRTMAN. 


Come, tis no time to talk ——— 


SECOND COUNTRYMAN, 


Repent thine ill, 
And pray in this good bock. — [Gives him a bock. 


PEASCOD. 


— I will, I will. 
Lend me thy bandkercher—The Pilgrim's pro 
| [ Reav's and weeps, 
(1 cannot ſee for tears) Pre- Progr Oh! 
Ie Pilgrim's Progreſs—=cighth ed. in 
Len- din priut- eder Ni- ch las Bud-ding-ien: 
With neu add. tions never made before. 
Oh! tis ſo moving, I can read no more. 
[ Drops the book, 
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EF 


pEAS COD, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, 
COUNTRYMEN, SERJEANT, PII. 
B E R T. 

SERJEANT. 


What whining's this !—boys, ſee your guns well 
ramm'd. 


You dog, die like a ſoldier—and be damn'd. 
FILBERT, 


My friend in ropes ! 


PEASCOD: | 

I ſhould not thus be bound, 
If T had mcans, and could but raife five pound. 
The cruel Corp'ral whiſper'd in my ear, 

Five pounds, if rightly tip'd, would ſet me clear, 


FILBERT. 


Here——Peaſcod, take my pouch,—'tis all T own. 

(For what is means and lite when Kitty's gone!) 

Tis my preſs-money — can this ſilver fail? 

is all, except one ſix-pence, ſpent in ale. 

This had a ring for Kitty's finger bought, 

Kitty on me had by that token thought. 

But for thy life, poor Tim, if this can do't ; 

Take it, with all my foul-—thou'rt welcome to't. 
[ers him bis purſe, 


R 2 
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Firſt COUNTRYMAN, 
And take my fourteen-pence—— 


Second COUNTRYMAN. 


—And my cramp-ring, 


Would, for thy fake, it were a better thing. 


Third COUNTRYMAN. 
And Maſter Serjeant, take my box of copper. 


Fourth COUNTRYMAN. 


And my wife's thimble- 


Fifth COUNTRYMAN. 


And this bacco-ſtopper. 


SERJEANT. 


No bribes. Take back your things—T'll have them 


[not. 


PEASCOD. 


Oh! muſt I die? 


CHORUS of COUNTRYMEN. 


Oh! muſt poor Tim be ſhot ! 


PEASCOD. 


But let me kiſs thee firſt-—— 


[ Embracing Filbert, 


In 


b. 
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JC 


PEASCOD, CORPORAI, SOLDIERS, 
COUNTRYMEN, SERJEANT, FI L- 
BERT, DORCAS. 


DORCAS. 


-— Ah, brother Tim, 
Why theſe cloſe hugs? T owe my ſhame to him. 

Fe ſcorns me now, he leaves me in the lurch; 

In a white ſheet poor I muſt ſtand at church 

O marry me- [I Filbert.] Thy fiſter is with child, 
et [To Tum, 
And he, 'twas he my tender heart begi:i'd, 


| "PEASCOD. 
Could't thou do this? Could'ſt thou _ 
| [ [n anger to Filbert, 


SERJEANT. 


Draw out the men: 


Quick to the ſtake; he muſt be dead by ten. 


DORCAS. 
Be dead! muſt Tim be dead! 


PEASCO D. 
— lle muſt—he muſt. 


DOR CAS. 


Ah! I ſhall ſink downright ; my heart will burſt. 
— Hold, Serjcant, hold, —yet ere you ling the Pſalms, 
Al det me caſe my couſcience of its qualms. 
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| ; | O brother, brother! Filbert till is true. Th 
If 5 I foully wrong'd him do, forgive me, do. [To Filb. I fl 
vl The Squire betray'd me; nay,—and what is worle, 
1 Brib'd me with two gold guineas in this purſe, 
wn To ſwear this thild to Filbert. — po 
P EAS COD. NY 
1 What a Jew 
1 My ſiſter is !—Do, Tom, forgive her, do. [ To Filb. 
ll T} 
' Tl FILBERT. es Dorcas, Fe 
U 4 | But ſee thy baſe-born child, thy babe of ſhame, TI 
"i Who, left by thee, upon our pariſh came, M 
1" Comes for thy bleſſing = M 
\ "ll Sh 
li He 
l | 3:0 3-0 B IF. 
_ PEASCOD, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, Ml , 
1 COUNTRYMEN, S ERIE ANT, F II- | 
We BERT, DORCAS, JOYCE. 11 
1 1 
ww PEASCOD. : 
| | —Oh! my fins of youth! A 
Why on the haycock didſt thou tempt me, Ruth? T 
O ſave me, Serjeant :—— how ſhall I comply ? 81 
| 1 love my daughter ſo—I cannot dic. « 


| | 
I TD & 4 - 

ik Muſt father die! and I be left forlorn ! 
A-lack-a-day ! that ever Joyce was born! 
No grandfire in his arms e'er dandled me, 
And no fond mother danc'd me on her knee, 


— — 


Ge — - r 
= — 
KI" um — 
2 —— 


11h, 


Ile, 


ilb. 


cas. 


Then my ſchool-miſtreſs, like a vixen Turk, 
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They ſaid, if ever father got his pay, 
I ſhould have two-pence every market-day, 


PE AS Cod. 


Poor child; hang ſorrow, and caſt care behind thee, 
The pariſh by this badge is bound to find thee. 
[Pointing to the badge on her arm. 


JOYCE. 


The pariſh finds indeed—but our church-wardens 
Feaſt on the filver, and give us the farthings. 


Maintains her lazy huſband by our work: 

Many long tedious days I've worſted ſpun : 

She grudg'd me victuals when my taſk was done, 
Heav'n ſend me a good ſervice! for I now 

Am big enough to waſh, or milk a cow. 


PEASCOD. 


O hat I had by Charity been bred! 

I then had been much better—taught than fed. 

Inſtead of keeping nets againſt the law, 

I might have learn'd accounts, and ſung $-fa. 

Farcwell, my child; ſpin on, and mind thy book, 

And ſend thee ſtore of grace therein to look. 

Take warning by thy ſhameleſs aunt; leſt thou 

Should'ſt o'er thy baſtard weep——as I do now. 7 
Mark my laſt words——an honeſt living get; 7 
Beware of Papiſhes, and learn to knit. 

| . [Dorcas leads out Joyce ſobbiny and crying. 
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r 
PE AS COD, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, 
COUNTRYMEN, SERJEANT, FI L- 
B ER. 
F II. BERT. 


for ſorrow's dry. 


Let's drink before we part 
To Tim's ſafe paſſage 
[Tokes out a brandy bottle, and drinks, 


Fiſt COUNTRYMAN. 


— l'Il drink too. 


Second COUNTRY M AN. 
And I. 


PEASCOD. 
Stay, let me pledge—'tis my laſt earthly liquor. 
| | Drinks. 
— When I am dead you'll bind my grave with wicker, 
[They leau him to the ſiaꝭe. 
Firſt COUNTRYMAN. 
Ile was a ſpecial ploughman—— [Sig hing. 


Second COUNTRY MAN. 


Harcow'd well! 


Third COUN-TRYMAN 
And at our may-pole ever bore the bell! 


Str 


Ta! 
10 
But 


Far 


{T] 


br, 
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PEASCOD. 
Say, is it fitting in this very field, 
Where I fo oft have reap'd, ſo oft have till'd ; 
This field where, from my youth, I've been a carter, 
I, in this field, ſhould die for a deſerter ? 
FILBERT. 


'Tis hard, 'tis wond'rous hard! 


SERJEANT. 


f Zooks, here's a pother; 
Strip him; I'd ſtay no longer for my brother. 


P EAS CO D. 
[ Diſtributing his things among bis friends. 


Take you my *bacco-box—my neckcloth, you. 
10 our kind Vicar fend this bottle-ikrew. 
But wear theſe breeches, Tom; they're quite bran-new, 


FIL. ZI NT. 
Farewell — 


Firſt COUNTRYMAN. 
—B'ye, Tim | 


Second COUNTRYMAN. 
B'ye, Tim. 


Third COUNTRYMAN. 
— Adieu. 


Fourth CO UNT RYMAN. 
| Adieu. 
{They all take leave of Peaſcod by ſhaking hands with him. 
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„N. 


PT AS COD, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, 
COUNTRYMEN, SERJEANT, FIL. 
B I. KT, /o then « SOLDIER in great haſie. 


SOLDIER. 


Hold -—why fo furious, Serjeant ? by your leave, 
Untic the pris'ner—ice, herc's a repricve. 


[ Shows @ paper. 


Chorus f COUNTRYMEN. [| Huzzatng. 
A reprieve, a reprieve, a reprieve ! | 
[A caſcod is wily'uy and enbraces bis friends. 


Ri. 


PEAB HOH D, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, 
COUNDRYMEN, SERJEANT, FIIL- 
BEKI, CONSTABLE, 


CONSTABLE. 
Friends, reprelicud him, reprehend him there. 
S ER JE ANT. 
For what -——— 


CONSTABLE. 


—— For ſtcaling Gaſſer Gape's gray mare. 


(They ſeize the Serjcant. 


Wh 


nt, 
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PEASCOD. 


Why, hcark ye, heark ye, ſrieud; you'll go to pot. 
Would you be rather hang'd—hah!—hang'd or jhot ? 


SERTEANT. 
Nay, hold, hold, hold —— 


PEAS COD. 


—— Not if you were my brother; 
Why, friend, ſhould you not bang as well's auvther ? 


CONS T. AB L. E. 
Thus ſaid Sir ſohn—the law muſt take its courſe; 
Vis law that he may 'ſcape who ſteals a horſe. 


But (ſaid Sir John) the ſtatutes all declare, 
The man ſhall ture be hang'd—tbat ſteals a mare, 


PEASCOD. To the Scrjeant, 


Ay—right—he ſhall be hang'd that ſtcals a mare. 

He thall be hang'd—that's certain; and good cauſe, 

A rare good ſentence this—how 18't {thc laws 

No—nut the laws—the ſtatutes all declare, 

The man that ſteals a marc ſhall ſure—be—hang'd, 

No, no—he ſhall be hang'd that ſteals a mare. 
{Exit Scrjeant guardet, Countrymen, &e, 

Latzaing after him. 
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8.-C--E MN: EVI. 


KITTY, with ber hair looſe, GRANDMoO- || Þ 
THER, AUNT, HAYMAKERS, Chorus | 
of SIGH3 and GROANS, [= 6 


KITTY. 


Dear happy fields, farewell; ye flocks, and you 
Sweet meadows, glitt'ring with the pearly dew : 
And thou, my rake, companion of my cares, 

Giv'n by my mother in my younger years : 

With thee the toils of full eight ſprings I've known, 
"Tis to thy help 1 owe this hat and gown; 


On thee I lean'd, forgetful of my work, 


While Tim gaz'd on me propt upon his fork : 
Farewell, farewell; for all thy taſk is o'er, 
Kitty ſhall want thy ſervice now no more. 

[ Flings away the rake 


Chorus of STGHS and GROANS, 


Ah—O !—Sure never was the like before ! 


KITTY. 


Happy the maid whoſe ſweetheart never hears 
The ſoldier's drum, nor writ of Juſticc fears. 
Our bans thrice bid! and for my wedding-day 
My kerchief bought! then preſs'd, then forc'd away 


Chorus of S1G HS nd GROANS. 
Ah! O! poor ſoul! alack! and well-a-day ! 
a | 
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. 
You, Beſs, ſtill reap with Harry by your fide; 
You, Jenny, ſhall next Sunday be a bride : 
hs But I forlorn ! This balkid thews my care; 
way Gives Suſan a ballad. 
Take this ſad ballad, which I bought at fair; 
Suſan can ſing——do you the burden bcar. 


A 5 Av 4A CD; 


1 
vn, | "WF WAS when the ſcas were roaring 
| Wih bollow blaſts of wind; 
HA damſel lay de ploring, 
All on a rock recliu'd. 
Wide ver the foaming billyws 
She caſt a wiſlful lock; 
Her head was croww'd with willows 


That tremble oer the brock. 


II. 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days. 
Why didft thou, ventProus lover, 
IWhy didft thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou crucl ocean, 
And let my lover reſt : 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ? 
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III. 


The merchant, rob'd of pleaſure, 
Sees tempeſis in deſpair ; 

But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear ? 

Should you ſome coaſt be laid on 


Where gold and di monds grow, 


You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


IV. 
How can hey ſay that Nature 


Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the water 
Should hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes the rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep 


V. 


All melancholy lying, 


Thus wail d ſhe for her dear; 
Repay'd each blaſt with ſtehing, 


Each billow with a tear ; 


When, &er the white wave ſloping, 


Hes floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd; 
Then like a lilly drooping, 


She bow'd her head and dy, 


N 
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Ir. 
Why in this world ſhould wretched Kitty ſtay? 
What if theſe hands ſhould make myſelf away? 
I could not ſure do otherwiſe than well. | 
A maid ſo true's too innocent for hell. 
But hcarkye, G:is —{}/hifpers and gives her a penknife, 


A UNT. 
I'll do't——'tis but to try, 
If the poor ſoul can have the heart to die. 
[ Aſide to the Haymakers, 
Thus then I ſtrike—but turn thy head aſide. 


Xo oe oh PO. 


"Tis ſhameful ſure to fall as pigs have dy'd. 
No- take this cord 


[ Gives ber a cord. 


AUNT. 
—— With this thou ſhalt be ſped. 
| [ Putting the nonſe round her neck, 
. 
But curs are hang'd.—— * 
AUNT. 
——Chriſtuns ſhould dic in bed. 


KL 4 FF 
Then lead me thither ; there I'll mourn and weep, 
And clolc theſe weary eyes in death. 
AVN-F, 
——Or ſleep. [ Aſide. 


— 
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KITTY. 


When J am cold, and ſtretch'd upon my bier, 
My reſtleſs ſprite ſhall walk at midnight here : 
Here ſhall I walk—for 'twas beneath yon tree 
Filbert firſt ſaid he lov'd—lov'd only me. 
[Kitty ſaints, 


GRANDMOTHER. 
She ſwoons, poor ſoul—help, Dolly. 


AUNT. 


She's in fits, 
Bring water, water, water. 


[ Screaming, 


GRANDMOTHER. 


fetch her wits, 
[ They throw water upon hey. 


| KITTY, 
Hah I am turn'd a ſtream—look all below; 
It flows, and flows, and will for ever flow. 
The mcads are all afloat—the haycocks ſwim, 
Hah ! who comes here !—my Filbert ! drown not him. 
Pagpipes in butter, flocks in fleecy fountains, 


Churns, ſheep-hooks, ſeas of milk and honey-moun- 


tains, 


Ss CE N IX. 


KITTY, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT, 
HATMAK ERS, FILBERT::, 


K1TTY. 


Tt is his ghoſt—or is it he indeed ? 
Wert thou not ſent to war? hah, doſt thou bleed? 
No-—"tis my Filbert. 


Cc 


el 


** 


— — 


ts 


g. 
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FILBERT. [Embracing her. 
es, tis he, tis he; 
Dorcas confeſs'd ; the Juſtice ſet me free, 
I'm thine again. 


KL EI. 


FI I. BERT. 
Our fears are fled, * 
Come, let's to church, to church. 


| Th Ty If 1. ft 
To wed. 


1 LB E RT. 
To bed. 


CHORUS of HAT MAR ERS. 


A wedding, a bedding; a wedding, a bedding. 
[ Exeunt all the actors. 


Sir ROGER. 


Ay, now for the wedding, Where's he that plays 
the parſon ? Now, neighbours, you ſhall ſce what 
was never ſhewn upon. the London fſtage,—-Why, 
hcighday ! what's our play at a ſtand? 


Euter a COUNTRY MAN. 


COUNTRYMAN, 


So pleaſe your Worſhip, I ſhould have play'd the 
pariſon, but our curate would not lend his gown ; tor 
ke ſays it is a profanation. 
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Sir ROGER. 


it What a ſcrupulous whim is this? an innocent 
thing! believe me, an innocent thing. 


| (The Tuſtices aſſent by nods and ſigns. na 
| Enter S T AVE the pariſh clerk. 4 
S T AVE. w 
Maſter Doctor ſaith he hath two and twenty good 10 

reaſons againſt it from the Fathers, and he is come 
himſelf to utter them to your Worſhip. \ 

SrROGER. 

What, ſhall our play be ſpoil'd ! rn have none of 

his reaſons—call in Mr Inference. i 


Stave goes out and re-entcrs. 


S TAE. 
Sir, he ſaith he never greatly aſſected ſtage plays. 


[Viibin. J 
stave, Stave, Stavc! 


Sr ROGER, 
Tell him that I ſay 


i 7 Jin. J 
Stave, Stave!. 


Sr ROGER, 
What, ſhall the curate controul me ? have not I 
the preſentation ? tell him that Iwill not have my 


play ſpoil'd ; nay, that he thall marry the couple 
himſcl.— J ay he ſhall, 


ent 


A. 


4 
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Stave goes out and re-enters. 


STAVE. 

The Steward hath perſuaded him to join their 
hands in the parlour within—but he ſaith he will 
not, and cannot in conſcience conſent to expoſe his 


character before neighbouring gentlemen : neither 


will he enter into your Worſhip's hall ; for he calleth 
it a ſtage pro tempore. 


Sr HUMPHRY, 
Very likely; the good man may have reaſon. 


Juſtice STATUTE. 


In troth, we muſt in ſome fort comply with the 
ſcrupulous tender-conſcienc'd doctor. 


Sir ROGER. 


Why, what's a play without a marriage ? and 
what is a marriage if one ſees nothing of it? Let 
him have his humour—but ſet the doors wide open, 
that we may ſee how all goes on. [ Exit Stave. 

[Sir Roger at the door pointing. 


So natural! d'ye fee now, neighbours ? the ring 


i faith. 'Fo have and to hold! right again—well 
play'd, Doctor; well play'd, Son Thomas. Come, 
come, I'm fatisfy'd—now for the fiddles and dances. 


Euler STEWARD, Squire THOMAS, 
KITTY, ST AVE, &c 


STEWARD, 
Sir Roger, you are very merry. 
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« $9 comes a reck'ning when the banquet's o'er; 
„ The dreadful reck'ning, and men ſmile no more.”” 


I wiſh you joy of your play, and of your daughter. 


I had no way but this to repair the injury your ſon 
had done my child—ſhe ſhall ſtudy to deſerve your 
favour. [ Prejenting Kitty to Sir Roger. 


Sr ROGER; 


Married ! how married! can the marriage of il 
bert and Carrot have any thing to do with my fon 2 


STEWARD. 


But the marriage of Tg and Katharine may, 
Sir Roger. 


* 


Sir ROGER. 


What a plague, am I trick'd then? I muſt have a 
ſtage play, with a pox! 


Sir HUMPHRY. 


If this ſpeech be in the play, remember the tan- 
kard, Sir Roger. 


Squire THOMAS. 
7ooks, theſe ſtage plays are plaguy dangerous 
things but I'm no ſuch fool neither, but 1 know 
this was all your contrivance. 


Juſtice STATUTE. 


Ay, Sir Royer, you told us it was you that gave 
bun the hint. 


2 — 
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Sr ROGER. 
Why blockhead! puppy! had you no more wit 
than to ſay the ceremony? he thould only have mar- 
ried you in rhyme, fool. 


Squire THOMAS. 


Why, what did I know, ha ? but ſo it is and 
ſince murder will out, as the ſaying is; look ye fa- 
ther, I was under ſome ſort of a promiſe too, d'ye 
ſee ſo much for that If 1 be a huſband, I be 
a huſband, there's an end on't ſure 1 mult have 
been married ſome time or other. 

[Sir Roger walks up and down fretting, and goes ous 
in a paſſion. 


Sir HU MP H R V. 

Tn troth it was in ſome fort my opinion before ; 
it is good in law. 
Juſtice STATUTE. 


Good in law, good in law——but hold, we muſt 
not loſe the dance. 


K dA N N. 


ST AVE. 
OUR flage play has a moral—and no doult 
Jun all have jenſe enough to find it out. 


END OF VOLUME FIRST, 
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